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PART I 

Pkincess Georgina von Wildingen 
to Fraulein Toplitz 

ScMoss Taa/rbruch 

Dear Fraulein, 

The Schloss is tremendously busy, and 
every one much excited — ^that is, every one but your 
little pupil, who is very lazy and idle indeed. The 
young Emperor is to visit us, and my sister will be 
betrothed to him, and everything will be as gay as 
gay can be. I am to keep in my room during His 
Majesty's stay, mamma says, but of course I shall be 
up and doing at dawn to-morrow, aiid shall fly oflf to 
Selim, and Selim shall have me, if no one else will. 
My beautiful Selim! What would he think if I 
were to forget him just because of this two-and- 
twenty years old emperor who is coming to woo my 
sister — ^whom he has never seen ! . . . Anna Paulina 
is pretty and demure, almost as tall as I, and much 
more reasonable than your frolicsome Princess 
Georgina. 
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Dear Fraulein, I still hate needlework and 
crochet ! Shall I ever be any better, do you think ? 
But I like you, so you see I'm not wholly bad. Do, 
please, find something new to teach me, so that you 
may soon come back aud dress my hair in that 
charming, peculiar way of yours. I miss your 
nimble fingers with their lingering little touches. 

My hair seems to be growing longer and longer 
every day, and getting such a strange colour; it 
reminds me of the gold which my cousin Frederic 
wore on his uniform when he rode up to the Schloss 
at the time of his betrothal to my aunt. Duchess 
T3m:ha. He always came unexpectedly, and at 
night. I was a little girl of twelve then, and I have 
been in my teens three years now. Well, it was 
whispered that King Frederic, my handsome cousin, 
spent his days on an island, within sound of the 
Kisterm surf, and there, lounging on a couch of silver 
and ivory, upon cushions worthy of a Byzantine 
autocrat, he listened to the wild rhapsodies of a 
musician who was his friend, and whom he called his 
Damon — a Greek word which I do not understand, 
nor you either, dear Fraulein. I simply know that 
Greece is a land which, once upon a time, many, 
many centuries ago, was peopled with gods and 
goddesses, that is to say, beautiful maids and hand- 
some young men. Oh, Fraulein, how I do love 
beautiful faces ! I often wonder whether mine is 
good-looking. Sometimes when I look into a mirror, 
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I smile at the reflection of my own face, and play 
that I am beautiful, and will one day attract a hand- 
some prince, one who will • resemble my cousin 
Frederic, and come to the Schloss on a white charger, 
by night, to the silvery blast of a mysterious horn. 
But then, my aunt's marriage never took place ; the 
betrothal was abruptly broken oflf, you remember. 
And my cousin. King Frederic — I dare not write what 
I think. 

Mamma has had one of her very bad headaches 
this morning. But please, dear Fraulein, why will 
you never tell me why mamma screams so terribly 
when these bad headaches come upon her? I walked 
up the corridor this afternoon, and as I passed her 
door I heard mamma shriek, and Fraulein Lili came 
out of the room like mad, and almost forgot to 
curtsey, and actually touched my sleeve, saying in 
hurried tones, " I entreat Your Royal Highness to 
retire!" 

Fraulein Lili is the most impertinent maid in the 
whole Schloss, and I think I shall complain of her. 
She speaks to me before I address her, against all 
rules — an infraction of etiquette which you, dear 
Fraulein, would never be guilty of. 

Anna Paulina is trying on her new frocks. In a 
month Anna Paulina will be an empress, and the 
wife of a charming husband. It appears my future 
brother-in-law sits his horse better than the best 
rider in his big Empire, dances admirably, and has a 

B 2 
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low, caressing voice. Anna PauKna will not prove a 
proud empress. Nor is she a bizarre creature — ^as 
I am. ... I have broken Selim in, and two other 
horses, this last fortnight. . . . 

Fraulein Toplitz to Fraulein Lili (First 
Eammer-Frau to Her Royal Highness the 
Duchess von Wildingon). 

Dear Fraulein Lili, 

Her Royal Highness the Princess Georgina 
seems annoyed at some brusqueness in your manner, 
and may feel obliged to complain of you. Perhaps she 
is feeling put out for fear the Emperor's visit will 
prevent her from spending her usual half-hour every 
morning in the stables with her favourite horse, 
Selim. It might be a wise thing if you were to 
obtain from the Duchess her permission for these 
visits to continue as usual. We understand why it 
is so desirable, even necessary, that the Emperor 
should not see a face a thousand times lovelier than 
that of the Princess Anna Paulina, his bride to-be. 
Princess Anna Paulina must be provided for; the 
Emperor is well pleased with her portrait, and must 
surely be delighted with the original — if he does 
not see Princess Georgina. Princess Anna Paulina 
is your favourite. Princess Georgina mine. Dear 
Fraulein Lili, I congratulate you on the prospect 
opening to your ambition. First Eammer-Frau to 
an Empress ! The kind Duchess will miss you badly ; 
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but then> I will look after her, while giving Princess 
Georgina her lessons in needlework. 

There need be no fear whatever of a meeting be- 
tween the young beauty and the youthful Emperor. 
Princess Georgina will be only in the orchard, for 
Selim is at present in one of the small stables at the 
end of it, a place not meant for the inspection of the 
Imperial guest. . . . 

Fbaulein Toplitz to Hebbebt Nobden (First 
Kammer-Diener of the Emperor Matthew). 

Deab Hebbebt, 

Please advise E. M. to take a walk in the 
orchard between six and seven in the morning, dur- 
ing his stay at Taarbruck Schloss. And do not try 
to inquire into the cause of the hint given by 
Tour afifectionate aunt, 
Ida. 

The Duchess von Wildinqen to His Impebial 
Highness Pbince Ethelbebt. 

Deab, kind Uncle, 

How many of my most ardent thanks you 
deserve! The Emperor is charmed with Anna 
Paulina, and we are all in love with your nephew. 
We are pleased and happy, and pur happiness is due 
to you, dear Uncle. I wish you could have seen the 
young couple walking on our moonlit terraces last 
evening. You know how savagely picturesque is the 
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scenery around the Schloss, — worthy of a Salvatore 
Rosa. 

Anna Paulina might have proved a heavy burden 
on our hands but for your kindly intervention. I fear 
it is not for nothing we are called a distraught &mily, 
nor is it without reason that many of the Courts of 
Europe view an alliance with us with apprehension. 

As you are Georgina's godfather, we shall next 
year apply to you again, putting the little girl's 
future in your kind and powerful hands. That man, 
the musical composer whom my cousin Frederic calls 
a genius, was much struck with the child when he 
came to the Schloss six years ago. I remember the 
scene. Frederic, his blue eyes aflame, had alighted 
hastily from the carriage, and, brushing past us, 
asked in a sharp, imperious voice, "Where is the 
piano?" The musician, lion-faced and stalwart, 
more like a gymnast than an artist, followed him 
closely, and without even a bow hastened to the 
instrument. A flood of harmonious delirium per- 
vaded the whole household, as the man's hand drew 
a storm of passion and savage fury from the keys. 
Frederic, with pupils dilated, stood by his side 
And then it was that Georgina, her lovely hair 
dishevelled, her feet bare, walked into the room, a 
vision of wild and dreamy beauty. A frightened 
handmaid followed with tha abandoned shoes, 
declaring the Princess had escaped from her just 
as she was dressing her for dinner ; when the heroic 
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strains had reached her chamber, Georgina had 
flown downnstairs like one irresponsible, the image 
of a youthful Valkyrie, a childish goddess whose 
presence threw a spell over us all. Her hands were 
clasped. The weird musician rose when he saw her. 
"Art thou Lorelei, or one of the Bhine naiads?" 
quothhe, "orBrunnhilde? Who art thou?" Then 
he noted the striking likeness that exists between 
Georgina and King Frederic, and muttered, " Thou 
art of his race . . . thou art doomed like him." From 
that hour, Georgina has never seemed to me the 
same child. 

To you alone, dear Uncle, can the overflowing 
heart of a mother pour out its confidence. Georgina 
is unlike her sister, unlike the other princesses in 
Germany, unlike every other maiden of her own 
age. Will the dreadful fate of our House &11 upon 
her ? I try as much as possible to discourage her 
in her singular tastes, but I cannot prevent her 
from sitting dreaming for hours, then riding un- 
tamed horses, with her long hair streaming, 
AbSalom-like, behind her. 

Anna Paulina is wrapped up in her worship of 
Matthew. I never expected they would get to love 
one another so quickly. He has only been here 
twenty-four hours. They are a splendid pair. 
Georgina is kept carefully in the background, and 
seems contented with the solitude of her own apart- 
ment ; but my maid Lili, who is keen and intelligent, 
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has persuaded me that it would be cruel to deprive 
the child of her daily visit to her favourite horse, so 
Georgina rises at dawn and runs off to his .stable. 
The Emperor has not yet made any arrangements as 
to the date of the marriage ceremony, which, as you 
know, is to take place here; but they both seem 
rather anxious that it should be soon. I have not 
even allowed a t^e-A-tete between Anna Paulina and 
Georgina ; it might be dangerous as well as foolish 
to run any risk of playing havoc with Georgina's 
imagination by putting ideas of love-matters into 
that terribly hot and mysterious head of hers. So 
£ihe has seen but very little of her sister, and she 
will make Matthew's acquaintance only when he 
returns a few days before his marriage. 

My health is bad, as usual. I cannot sleep, and 
when I do get a few minutes, I dream — oh ! such 
awful, impossible dreams. 

Frederic is having a seventh castle built, and 
that man, the composer, never leaves him now. 
How can the King endure eight or nine hours* 
music a day, and with such a Being ever at his side 
overwhelming him with floods of genius ! Is he a 
god or a demon, that man? Frederic and his 
musician remind me forcibly of Saul and David. 
. . . But no more of the subject. Anna Paulina and 
Matthew are so happy that we need not drag out 
the skeleton from our closet in discussing the 
future Empress and her charming Brmitigam, 
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Good-bye, dear uncle. We look forward to your 
arrival. I will tell you the date of the marriage 
ceremony as soon as all questions of etiquette and 
protocol are settled. — Frederic says you are wrong 
to love Rubens better than Mantegna. — There! I 
am promoting open warfare between King Frederic 
and Prince Ethelbert ! 

Your devoted and grateful niece, 

Adelaide. 

LiNA Mabina, Prima Donna in the Imperial Opera 
of Areina, to Pbince Joachim of Areineubeich. 

Deab Pbince, 

I cannot aspire to rivalry with a living 
princess, though I vanquish kings, despite their 
jealous consorts, on the stage. My every heart-beat 
is heavy since I have heard that Your Imperial 
Highness is betrothed to the Princess Olivia of 
Sinigaglia. May I, on this occasion, offer Your 
Imperial Highness my most reverent and sincere 
congratulations? — But oh! Joachim, how shall I 
shield my soul from all the pain that assails it! 
Here am I left without one single ray of hope or 
consolation ! 

Do you remember — do you remember the scene 
of our first meeting? That evening I played the 
part of Helen of Troy, as I shall to-night at the 
gala performance in honour of Queen Ortrude and 
her daughter. And one of these is to be your 
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bride I Do you remember ? I rushed oflf the stage 
— I rushed into your love, dear Prince. How shall 
I manage to forget that scene? The passionate 
adietix of Helen to Paris still made my bosom heave. 
Helen had sent away her lover, and the parting had 
proved what partings ever are. But she felt strongly 
tempted to recall him, and the fierce desire of Helen 
to gaze upon Paris again made my eyes gleam. 
Instantly it seemed to me as if the Mr vision of 
temptation and joy was before my still outstretched 
arms when I saw you. But a few moments later 
I learned the woeful reality, that you were a prince, 
heir-apparent to the Imperial crown of Areineureich. 

Do you remember, do you remember your visit 
to my flat in Caldbruchstrasse, and how you then 
told me that your cousin the Emperor Matthew was 
about to travel in search of a wife, and that the 
prospect of his marriage was one of utter freedom to 
you, as you would certainly be deprived of the heir- 
ship by the birth of an Imperial son ? Ah ! those 
were days of madness, love, rapture, heavenly bliss. 

You loved me then, Prince Joachim, you loved 
me as the youth and as the artist you are, and I 
loved you as I shall never love again, as I had never 
loved before ! 

Then came the sudden encounter at the Opera 
with that grim and mysterious personage. Doctor 
Schulte, the Court dentist. I can trace all my 
misfortunes back to the moment when I met that 
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man. He dogged my steps. I faltered before the 
keen penetration of his glance. He said, '' Beware ! 
your lover is a prince. You will prove the loss of 
his rank and fortune, and maybe his life." The man 
maddened me, oh, my Joachim ! The rest I cannot 
tell. A spell lies on my tongue. What his aim 
was I shall never be able to discover. The man has 
ruined our love, destroyed my career, changed the 
joy of my heart into a wretched heap of ashes. 

Be happy with your bride, fair Prince. I shall 
perhaps forget, perhaps carry into the darkness of 
the tomb the glowing light of my love. Farewell. 
To-night, once more, before your future wife. Princess 
Olivia, I shall be Helen of Troy, and stretch out my 
arms towards the ship that is to carry me away. 
Farewell, farewell. All the frenzy of the Vesuvian 
wines, all the blood that stirred ray forefethers in 
their hours of vengeance, swells in my veins, . . . 
Farewell. . . . 

Doctor Schulte to Her Majesty the Queen of 

SiNIGAGLIA. 

Madam, 

May I humbly request Your Majesty's 
pardon if I draw the Queen's attention to the fact 
that Signorina Lina Marina plays the principal part 
s||tthe Opera to-night. It ^eems advisable that 
Your Majesty and Her Eoyal Highness Princess 
Olivia should grace the Imperial box with their 
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august presence. Thus far I have contrived to keep 
the Prince away from the Signorina, and hope to 
succeed in parting them. The Prince believes that 
she is unfaithful, and about to marry Your Majesty's 
humble servant. She writes many letters, but they 
fall into hands well suited to receive them. . . . 

Queen Obtrude of Siniqaolia to Doctor 
SoHULTE (Court Dentist to His Majesty the 
Emperor of Areineureich). 

Dear Doctor, 

The peculiar means you are taking to 
serve my interests do not please my conscience, 
and are appalling to our dignity. 

Ortrude, R. 

Princess Olivu of Sinigaglia to her Sister, 
Wilhelmina. 

Prince Joachim has not yet addressed me. He 
looks wretched. I am afraid the affair will not 
come off, after all. So much the better, dear 
Wilhelmina I could not live in occidental climes. 
I pine for our beautiful country and the sunlight on 
the sea and the immortal spring. Here autumn and 
winter are at strife round a few miserable trees 
whose foliage is as brown as the dear faces of our 
soldiers in the Royal Guard. A propos of Royal 
Guard, is Count Giulio still in command ? He has 
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sent mother such lovely flowers — my fevourite 
flowers, Wilhelmina ! 

Tour affectionate sister, 
Olivia. 

Princess Wilhelmina of Sinigaglia to her Sister, 
Princess Olivia. 

Dear Olivia, 

We rather expected news of your betrothal. 
What is Prince Joachim about ? Does he believe a 
Queen's daughter can be made to await his hon 
plaisir ? I wish you would drop that flirtation with 
Count Giulio, Olivia. He was at the Palace dinn^ 
yesterday, and revelling in the fact that gossips in 
Areina are talking of Prince Joachim's infatuation for 
a vulgar actress, half American and half Italian, and 
whose name I forget. 

And is mamma still influenced by Doctor Schulte, 
the Wise and Obsequious? Heavy-jawed, heavy- 
lipped, with heavy eyelids overtopping a pair of 
sodden eyes which, alas ! they cannot conceal, the 
man's leaden face reflects, I am convinced, a leaden, 
wicked soul. Yet — perhaps to make amends — 
nature endows him with the keen intuition and 
cunning brain of a schemer. Lightly and skilfully 
he follows the intricate mazes of court intrigues and 
court match-making. There are few court secrets 
in Europe whose subtleties he has not guessed or 
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fathomed. Father does not like Doctor Schulte; 
but then, father is only a prince consort, and 
mamma's opinions and ideas have expanded to the 
height and breadth of her rights as a reigning queen. 
Olivia, Doctor Schulte has actually promised our 
mother that every one of her three daughters, 
the Princesses Olivia, Johanna and Wilhelmina of 
Sinigaglia, shall not reach their thirtieth year before 
ascending a throne. And mamma is bent on being 
the mother of three queens. 

I hear the Emperor Matthew of Areineureich is 
about to marry that dear simpleton, Anna Paulina 
of Wildingen. Is that marriage, too, one of the 
Doctors chefs-d^(BVA)re? If so, I suppose he is to 
persuade the Imperial couple to remain childless, 
so that your future husband. Prince Joachim, the 
present heir-apparent, shall remain the Crown Prince, 
and finally become an emperor. Perhaps Doctor 
Schulte might prove clever enough to make the 
new-bom babe disappear, as was the case with that 
wretched poetical fellow. Gasper Hauser. . . . But 
I am talking at random. 

Count Giulio had little of good to say of the 
Wildingen family. He wonders at the Emperor's 
courage in marrying Anna Paulina and bringing the 
ugly menace of madness under his roof. But we 
must remember Prince Joachim's mother is a Prin- 
cess of Wildingen, and, besides, Count Giulio most 
impertinently displays his personal dislike of Prince 
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Joachim. Olivia dear, even should nothing come of 
this proposed betrothal at E^taia, for Heaven's sake 
do not disgrace yourself and us by your open approval 
of Count Giulio's attentions to you. 

Johanna is painting away at her prayer-books. 
A young American, said to be clever in occult 
sciences, has of late called with letters to £stther, 
and has been invited to Court three or four times. 
Johanna is quite wrapped up in his theories. She 
says that through his teaching she has had a 
glimpse, real, though transitory, of her soul ! As 
his teaching seems transparent enough, perhaps she 
does see something through it, but as to its being 
her soul — I have some doubts. But we mustn't 
blame poor Johanna. For years she has been 
worrying about her soul like a silly butterfly round 
a night-lamp. The young American is endowed with 
curious, almost opal-tinted eyes, whose depths, I 
must admit, possess a fascinating show of 
temperament; his figure and teeth are good; his 
mouth supple and almost feminine in its curves. 
He has a remarkably magnetic touch, but he 
appears to keep his power for higher and more 
remote ends than the paltry pleasure of holding 
sway over his fellow-creatures. But no more of him. 
— I am glad that he draws Johanna out. She should 
not remain a half-nun all her life. His name ? I 
am sure you must be dying to know his name. It 
is simple, like his words — John Grey. He will spend 



Digitized by 



Googk 



16 ROYAL LOVERS 

the winter in Estaia; our old temples and the 
antique beauty of the ruins and landscapes chain him 
to our dear native land, whose history seems to 
arouse in him a whirlwind of enthusiasm. 

Now, Olivia dear, are you, or are you not, going 
to become Princess of Areineureich and heiress- 
apparent ? Heiress^apparent at any rate until the 
arrival of a tiny heir — who must beware of Doctor 
Schulte ? . . . Papa is all-engrossed in the writing 
of his memoirs. Dear, kind papa! What can he 
relate in his memoirs but the triumph of passiveness, 
of which he is the hero among heroes — and not the 
martyr, as one might suppose. He has lived up to 
his ideal, that is to say, the entire abolition of his 
proper self — ^a daily victory over his own desires, 
over ambition and pride, etc. He always seems to 
conjugate a verb I have invented while watching 
him — " I prince-consortize." What a darling he is ! 

Does mother still flood Europe with her letters? — 
Her sceptre lies in her inkstand, and our future too. 
Olivia, what are daughters called who are crushed 
under their mother's slipper, or even in the folds of 
her pocket-handkerchief? One of us must, and will 
set up an awful reaction. Who will be the scandal- 
rouser among us three? Not Johanna, most 
certainly — and not myself. Olivia, Olivia, give up 
Count Qiulio and the like of him. And I had a bad 
dream last week, dear sister. I dreamed, while 
drops of perspiration ran down on my pillow, I 
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dreamed that Doctor Schulte and mother were 
plamiing and contriving a marriage between myself 
and the second son of the King of Suevor — an idiot. 
The eldest son is very ill — it is well known that he 
will not live long, and the crown will go to the 
idiot! . . . 

Princess Georgina von Wildingen to Fraulein 

TOPLITZ. 

SM(M Taarbruek. 

Dear, dear Fraulein, 

Imagine, I have actually seen the Emperor, 
and even spoken to him ! — a fact which mother and 
Anna Paulina know nothing of as yet. And I know 
I shall be scolded. But is it my fault if I cannot 
sleep when dawn creeps into my chamber, if I cannot 
put up with drawn blinds, if I am the slave of day- 
light, and called into the garden by the gentle, 
noiseless bells of dew-drops ? And the orchard is so 
fidr before sunrise, when all the flowei-s on the trees 
are as so many bits of silver fallen from the 
moon. . . . 

I had wandered through the orchard, and had 
stopped a second under the youDg peach-trees, one 
second only, to gather up the train of my white 
dress. I heard the foliage stir, and, startled, I looked 
around, and there, meiTie FrdtUein, stood a young man, 
a very young man! Does it not read like one of 
those lovely legends you always forbade me to read 
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— ^you dear advocate of the needle ? He wore a 
costume of dazzling white ; a loose mantle, short as 
the mantles of the Plantagenet kings, a mantle of 
azure hue, was loosely flung over his right shoulder ; 
his head was bare and his hair golden, his eyes blue, 
deep and dreamy. He bowed low. I collected 
myself and returned the bow coldly, as every young 
princess is bound to do^ But he, unabashed by my 
distant hauteur, asked me who I was. 

Only think ! To ask me who I am, in the orchard 
of my own father's schloss! Fancy! The idea 
made me almost die with suppressed laughter, and I 
wanted to say, "Foolish youth, I am the Princess 
Georgina von Wildingen." But I simply answered, 
with the greatest air of dignity I could assume, 
" I am the sister of 'the bride." 

The youth blushed, and asked, " Are you indeed 
the sister of Princess Anna Paulina ? *' 

" My sister is the future wife of the Emperor of 
Areineureich," said I, ^' and I am to be present at 
the wedding, and wear a dress of white and gold 
cloth, and a small crown of Alpen-roses in my hair. 
We cannot get Alpen-roses just now, and they are 
my favourite flowers, perhaps because they are 
difficult to get. ^ Somehow, it seems one has to con- 
front peril, and even risk death, in order to secure 
them." 

"Oh no," said the young man, with an amused 
twinkle in his laughing blue eyes; ''you do not 
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know much of the world, fair Kind. Alpen-roses are 
to be found very easily in our Styrian mountaina 
Edelweiss alone grows on the most giddy heights." 

I clasped my hands in eagerness: ''Edelweiss! 
Do you think I could wear edelweiss on the day of 
my sister's marriage ? " 

" You shall have edelweiss before that, beautiful 
Kind." 

Now, I felt ofiended at being called a child. 
Remember, I wore my long morning gown, and 
looked mightily important, and the young man was 
not much taller than myself; but, though he fre- 
quently blushed, his answers betrayed a self-composed 
nature. He drew me out as no one has ever done 
before, and made me feel at ease with him, as if he 
had been my playmate for years. Dear Fraulein, 
you know you have called me sensitive and shy — 
taciturn, you've said when I've exasperated you. 
At any rate, I'm silenced with a syllable. But I 
have never been more talkative in my life than with 
the young stranger in the orchard that morning. 
Behind him, a wonderful mass of blood-red splendour, 
the sun rose, throwing streaks of red and purple at 
our feet, and tracing a glorious avenue of light, a 
crimson alley on the grass between that young 
unknown and myself. For five minutes I remained 
motionless, as one in a trance. He touched my 
clasped hands with gentle but imperious fingers. 
" You shall have your edelweiss," murmured he, and 

2 
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when I turned to answer, I saw him walking swiftly 
away among the trees. 

In the afternoon Anna Paulina came to me. 

" Qeorgina/' said she, kissing me wildly, " you met 
the Emperor in the garden this morning." 

I looked at her in sincere surprise. " The Emperor 
— was that young man in white, with a short blue 
mantle, the Emperor of Areineureich, your future 
husband ? Oh, Anna Paulina, I am glad for you 1 
He is handsome and kind — he reminds me of all the 
heroes and the minnesingers we both love. I am 
so glad, Anna Paulina." 

But Anna Paulina's eyes were filled with tears, 
and she put her head on my shoulder, and said with 
a sob, "Little sister, little sister! Ah, you are 
guileless indeed, dear little sister ! " 

Now, Fraulein, what could have been the matter 
with Anna Paulina? Oh, I am so afraid she has 
inherited mamma's sudden fits of melancholy. She 
should be the happiest among maids. Sie hM alles 
was ein Mddchen begehrt. She has all that a fair maid 
can wish. The Emperor's splendid eyes, die schomten 
Aiigen, are beaming with life and love. Fraulein 
Lili has told my maid that I should be locked up in 
my room till noon, a suggestion I deem barbaroua 
The big ball will take place to-morrow night, and 
shall I not be allowed to see the preparations? 
Huge garlands of roses are being carried up-stairs. 
I shall write to you to-morrow, for it is a time of 
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events, and events are precious things — even though 
they don't concern me. I suppose I am the wildest 
and most unruly Princess of Germany. — I wish I 
could see the ballroom before the guests come in, 
when the tall candelabra are ablaze. 

Qeorqina. 

The Emperor Matthew of Areineureich to his 
Uncle, Prince Ethelbert. 

Dear Uncle, 

I am afraid there is some mistake as to 
the identity of the future Empress. It is the 
Princess Georgina von Wildingen, and not her elder 
sister, as rumour will have it, that I am to marry. 
The official engagement will take place this evening. 
Will you kindly tell our Court officials and friends 
that my mind was made up from the moment I saw 
the Princess Georgina, your god-child. I am madly 
in love with this young girl, still a wild-spirited child 
in years and looks. Princess Anna Paulina herself 
seems delighted with her sister's prospects, and the 
poor Duchess, who is always ill, rejoices too. I hope 
Joachim will soon enable us to congratulate him also 
on the choice of a wife. I hear that Princess Olivia 
is a very nice girl indeed, and you know how deeply 
I respect Queen Ortrude.and her Consort. Auf 
toiedersehn, dear uncle. 

Your affectionate nephew, 

Matthew, I. R. 
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Hekbbrt Norden (First Kammer-Diener of 
the Emperor Matthew of Areineureich) to 
Fraulein Toplitz. 

Schloss Taarbruch 
Now, what have you been about, dear aunt ? The 
Schloss is topsy-turvy, and even like unto my dear 
master s heart. The Duchess weeps and smiles by 
turns. Princess Anna Paulina weeps and will never 
smile again. Your nephew, Herbert Norden, sleeps 
not a wink, for his master whistles, sings and paces 
his apartment all night. Princess Georgina, all 
unwitting of events, is quietly left to the privacy of 
her chamber. Mein Gott ! what can a poor Kam- 
mer-Diener do when his master is in love, but profit 
by the circumstance ! I have asked as many favours 
from the Emperor as I wear buttons on the front 
of my livery, and every one is granted, and sister 
Katchen will be sixth maid to the Empress Georgina 
(yesterday the future Empress of Areineureich 
was called Anna Paulina), and Heini will get his 
children into one of the best schools in Areina, 
patronized by His Majesty, and your nephew 
Herbert Norden will be able to marry the doctor's 
niece — because Herbert is rich. 

Dear Aunt, you are so clever and good that I 
should like to erect a statue to your knitting- 
needles. You have knitted and knitted until you 
have got a huge stocking ready into whose humble 
depths are now thrust the destinies of an empire. 
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What am I saying ? Only one empire ? The fate 
of many empires, and your favourite Princesschen 
is to be our Sovereign's bride ! This evening, at the 
close of the ball, the engagement will be announced, 
and poor Anna Paulina, a saint and martjrr— 
mart)n:s and saints are so easily thrust aside — will 
be present, and has promised to assiue every one 
that from the very first day of his stay in Taarbruck 
the Emperor has sought her sister's hand, and that 
her walks, Anna Paulina's, with the Emperor were 
only meant as a diversion for the young monarch's 
impatience. Because of Princess Qeorgina's extreme 
youth the fact that a marriage was being planni^d 
for her could not abruptly be announced to her, so 
Anna Paulina acted the part of a go-between. Now, 
is not Princess Anna Paulina a fool? — as are all 
saints and martyrs to our mortal eyes. She might 
have made a great fuss, and proved an obstacle 
between Oeorgina and the throne. 

My master at first seemed to fear that animosity 
or a spirit of revenge might move Anna Paulina to 
make some sort of a disturbance, even though in 
royal circles rows are so carefully hushed up. But 
he need not have worried, for most people become 
tame animals in the presence of emperors and 
kings, and Anna Paulina is no exception. This 
is as it has ever been, and should be. — The 
Emperor rings. I'm oflf. Good-bye. 

Herbert Norden. 
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Fraulein Lili goes from one hysterical fit to 
another. She is quite unsuspicious of our part 
in the affair. She hoped to accompany Anna 
Paulina to Areina, and be the maid of an empress 
and her hope is capid. There ! that insufferable 
youngster rings again. — H. N. 

Princess Georgina von Wildingen to Fraulein 

ToPLITZ. 

TaarhrucK 

Dear Fraulein, 

I promised to write a long letter, and shall 
only be able to send a few lines, and in such utter 
haste. I am going to the ball this evening. The 
Emperor — ^how delightful of him ! — ^has insisted on 
it. And then it was cruel, was it not, to think 
of keeping me away from the scene of my sister s 
engagenxent? So I have been busy trying on my 
dress, which Fraulein Lili pins and unpins while 
I stand in the middle of the room, a radiant 
victim. 

Fraulein Lili's hands are like her tongue — unruly 
—and more than one pin which was meant for the 
soft folds of muslin and the lovely edelweiss flowers 
has held communion with poor me instead. And 
Fraulein Lili never even asked to be pardoned. I 
am rather sorry for her, for I noticed that her hands 
and her lips trembled. 

Doctor Schulte, the Emperor's dentist, has arrived. 
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He seems to be a friend of the Emperor and of the 
whole Imperial family, a busy match-maker, etc. 

Fraulein Lili spoke of the great expense occasioned 
by the Emperor's visit. I hate to hear an open 
allusion to our poverty. Dear Fraulein, shall I have 
to give Selim away when the Emperor is gone and 
Anna Paulina married, and when, I suppose, our 
debtors will rush upon us in a huge host 1 — I hate 
the bare idea of hearing mother moan over our ex- 
penses. Anna Paulina steps to the throne over our 
last thousands, but she will be immensely wealthy, 
and will perhaps save me from selling Selim. — 
There ! what did I tell you ? Fraulein Lili and 
the dressmaker are waiting for me again. To- 
morrow you shall have a faithful and solemn de- 
scription of the ball. I forgot to tell you that the 
Emperor sent me a whole basketful of the rare 
edelweiss, adding that he had one big flower left, 
which he meant to offer himself, if I consented 
to have the last quadrille with him. I must ask 
mother whether I am to accept. 

Georgina. 

Princess Georgina von Wildingen to Fraulein 

TOPLITZ. 

Taxvrhruck, 

O Fraulein, dear Fraulein ! What a terrible, what 
an eventful day this has been, and where shall I find 
words to describe my anguish, my rapture, and, 



Digitized by 



Googk 



26 ROYAL LOVERS 

above all, that awful feeling of self-consciousness and 
shame which utterly prostrates me ! 

But first let us talk about the ball. To my sur- 
prisC) as I entered the gilded gallery, ushered in by 
two chamberlains, every one seemed to be looking at 
me. And the chamberlains seemed to have made a 
mistake, for they forced me to take precedence of my 
elder sister, who walked close upon my heels, pale as 
death. Not one of the pearls she wore in a string 
on her neck was paler than Anna Paulina. And 
mother rose to meet me, and whispered, "Mind, 
Georgina, you are not to dance before the end of the 
ball, at midnight, and then you must walk the 
quadrille xnih the Emperor of Areineureich." 

"And whereas Cinderella at midnight saw her 
dream vanish, yours will become a reality,*' said the 
Emperor, who stood by mother's side. 

I spent a tedious enough evening, with muffled 
exclamations and mysterious smiles around me, and 
mother's anxious looks, and Anna Paulina's haunted 
face ever in front of me, and the tall Emperor bend- 
ing over my shoulder, so close that his light mous- 
tache almost touched my hair. He was not so 
charming as in the orchard the other morning, and 
he never approached Anna Paulina, and she never 
addressed a single word to him, but seemed to 
avoid us both. All was strange and bewildering, like 
a walk in fairyland, but without any attendant 
&iries. And suddenly I bethought me of the Man 
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who is a musician, and is always Cousin Frederic's 
guest, and now Cousin Frederic's shadow. I thought 
of one of his savage strains, as the piano moaned and 
.trembled ; and my spirit travelled far, far from the 
gilded gallery where so many thousands of human 
eyes seemed to try to draw a mystery from my 
eyes. 

Then the quadrille began, and I scarcely touched 
the Emperor's hand as we met and parted in the 
dance, and as I bowed low to thank him for the pass- 
ing courtesy, he gave me an immense edelweiss, whose 
stalk was gold studded with diamonds. I remained 
silent, abashed and grieved. Was the gorgeous 
present meant for me alone ? A pang of jealousy 
shot through my heart. He loved my sister so 
dearly that he wanted to gratify her by pleasing me. 
He treated me as a child still, in spite of the white 
muslin dress, and my grand airs and dignified atti- 
tude! I took the flower without one syllable of 
gratitude, while the Emperor smiled a triumphant 
smile, which was immediately reflected on the face 
of every person present. 

Anna Paulina is, as you know, but slightly shorter 
than myself, therefore so much above the medium 
height that I could distinguish her proud head above 
the others as she tried to smile too, — a smile so 
dolorous and pure, the phantom of a smile — and as 
she leaned against the wall, with arms extended, for 
one brief second she looked like one cruci'^'^d against 
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the whiteness of the draperies. The ball whB at 
an end. 

We retired to our apartments, one by one, ushered 
out as we had been ushered in by two chamberlains. 
And in my room I found a note from my mother, 
telling me she would be with me before I rose this 
morning, and that Anna Paulina had something to 
tell me before I went to sleep, So I sent my maid 
away and, without taking oflf my ball-dress and my 
jewels, awaited my sister. 

The whole schloss was in that peculiarly heavy 
silence suggestive of sleep well earned by the inmates 
of a crowded dwelling — a silence which the sound of 
the river against the bridge tried in vain to break — 
a silence so deep that, under its charm, I almost fell 
into one of those trances which so frightened you, 
darling, and which our doctor called by a weird name 
difficult to remember and to pronounce. The frou- 
frou of a trailing silk gown rustling down the corri- 
dor announced the arrival of my sister, and at the 
half-open door she murmured, even before I could 
see her, " Blow out the candles, Qeorgina. My eyes 
are so sore, so terribly sore ! '* And I blew out the 
lights, and the big silver candelabra shone like 
spectres in the moonlight, and the shadow of the 
round tower was thrown across the floor. On the 
threshold Azma Paulina's form swayed to and fro, 
and I recalled a water-lily that I had one day tried 
to put straight on its supple stem, and the stem was 
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too supple, the flower too heavy, for the flower was 
accustomed to Ke on the river, and the stem to 
recline. 

Then Anna Paulina said again, in that low voice 
of hers which is a new voice in her and makes her 
quite unrecognizable, " Qeorgina, walk straight into 
the moonlight, so that I may see your face while I 
speak." And Anna Paulina stepped into the shade, 
and I might have thought she was not there, but for 
her voice, so low, so sad. 

" Qeorgina, listen to me,** she said, " and do not 
say a word till I have finished speaking. Qeorgina, 
there was a bride under our father's roof yesterday, 
and I was that bride. Qeorgina, under our father's 
roof there is still a bride, and you are that bride. 
Qeorgina, the Emiperor has learnt to love you, and 
to unlove me. The will of Qod be done. I have 
prayed, and I feel strong, and my sacrifice now 
seems as naught to me ; but Qod's will has taken my 
loy from me for ever, and ever, and ever, and ever." 

Anna Paulina kept repeating the phrase " for ever " 
till I thought she would never stop. The sound of 
her bracelets and jewelled fingers wrestling together 
seemed to express the anguish of her heart. 

I tried to speak, but I felt mute and helpless, 
as if a stone were laid on my mouth, and Anna 
Paulina went on, " The Emperor is in love with you, 
my dear darling. Yes, he fell in love in the very 
first moment of your meeting, and he spoke to mother 
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and declared he would keep to his engagement with 
me unless of my own free will I released him." 

Before Anna Paulina could say any more I 
hurried out of the moonlight into the shadow, and 
seized her arms. ''And why did you release him, 
Anna Paulina ? '* I cried. " Why not cling to your 
rights and to your love ? Are you a coward, to give 
up what belongs to you ? Oh, why did you release 
him?" 

But Anna Paulina failed to understand the 
. meaning of my indignation. A sigh of relief escaped 
her lips. " You refuse to marry the Emperor, then ? 
You do not love him ? " 

I hid the ugly truth which was aflame in me, and 
replied, " Certainly, I refuse to marry your betrothed 
husband. Even if he is no longer so — ^yes, even if 
you swear that you have a^ccomplished your sacrifice 
without one single pang of regret.'* 

Anna Paulina's tears, hot and rapid, fell on my 
hands and on the folds of my ball-dress. "My 
happiness is gone," she said. " Whatever happens, 
I am grateful to you, darling — yet it would be better 
if you accepted. We are poor ; mother is not getting 
any better, and the glory of our House is involved in 
the great match that is now offered to you. You 
must not disappoint our &mily and our people.' 

Anna Paulina pleaded warmly, and the sweet 
dignity of her demeanour struck chords of pity and 
admiration of thrilling depths which had hitherto 
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been unknown to me. Yet I insisted : " Don't be 
a coward ! You must fight for your love ; fight 
against the whole world!" 

But Anna Paulina only said, " It would be quite 
useless, Georgina. Love is my enemy, perhaps 
because I have not loved strongly enough, and love 
must be my undoing. Believe me; do not allow 
the compassion you feel for me as your sister to 
blight your own prospects and the prospects of our 
family, an unhappy race at best, doomed, I fear, to a 
dreadful doom, whose secret has not been so well 
kept that the Emperor of Areineureich would ever 
have thought of seeking a wife among the daughters 
of Wildingen had not Uncle Ethelbert succeeded 
in convincing him that the awful malady is not 
hereditary in our line. Georgina, mother might die 
if the Emperor should leave our roof without being 
engaged to one of us. He will not have me, and, 
after all, I cannot thrust myself upon him." 

" But what will become of you, Anna Paulina ? " 
I said. 

" I shall marry, I suppose, when some one deems 
it worth the risk in order to become the brother-in- 
law of the Emperor of Areiiieureich." 

"Oh, Anna Paulina," I cried. "You will marry 
without love, with your broken heart still bleeding ! " 

"I shall fulfil my duty, Georgina," she said, "as 
you must do yours. Good-night. Let this inter- 
view be as if it had never been ; as if a ghost had 
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stepped into your chamber by night. To-morrow I 
myself shall announce your engagement, and assure 
every one that from the very beginning the Emperor's 
attentions were paid to you in secret/' 

"But this is sheer h3rpocrisy, Anna Paulina," I 
objected. "I will have nothing of the kind. I was 
not bom to falsehood and Court intrigues. I will 
not take part in such inventions." 

"The laws of our House and the necessity of 
behaving Uke all the princes of our rank must 
hold your personal feelings in bondage, Georgina," 
answered Anna Paulina demurely; and the at- 
mosphere of dramatic intensity seemed suddenly 
dispelled, though the moonlight's sadness still 
streamed in abundantly, though we were both still 
wavering like trembling reeds over the dark and 
swift waters of oiu* destinies — a mirror as black 
as Erebus to our eyes. But when Anna Paulina 
says, " Our House, our rank, our dynasty," unwitting 
that we are quite petty princesses, and that our 
inheritance is one of a terrible possibility only, 
that we are poor and forsaken by most of the 
princes of our parentage, Cousin Frederic being an 
exception; when Anna Paulina remembers we are 
the daughters of the old-time famed Wildingens, she 
thinks neither of herself nor of her darling sister ; 
then no self-sacrifice is too great a tribute to those 
illustrious ancestors whose history is a bloody and 
terrible record indeed. Anna Paulina had mentioned 
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the Wildingens and our House and our rank, and 
to her it settled the matter. I must many the 
Emperor of Areineureich. She pressed me fondly 
to her, and for one brief instant I saw her slender 
silhouette crossing the moon-rays, then I heard the 
rustling of her brocade die away along the corridor, 
and the creeping sense of an all-powerful silence 
again filled my being. . . . 

Oh ! that maddening silence whose fetters it is so 
easy to break ! " Could I," I thought, " but fill its 
frightfal vastness with one long, unrestrained shriek, 
like the shrieks that come from mother's room when 
— ^well, when she has one of her headaches!" The 
desire to send that shriek out into the vast expanse 
of moonshine, foliage and water filled my veins and 
beat against my heart. I opened the window, and 
into the white night my voice rose in wild scream 
after scream. Oh, Fraulein, it was wrong, but I felt 
as if an unknown monster was at work with my voice, 
calling to monsters asleep in forest, torrent and 
glade. My head could no longer bear its knotted 
load, and I unfastened my hair, allowing the long 
trailing veil of gold to hang out of the window ; and 
it seemed as if my hair were become a golden stair- 
case on whose steps angels and spirits dire and 
brilliant ever ascended and descended in confused 
multitudes. Shriek after shriek — till the leaves of 
the forest trembled, till my body swayed and my 
brain grew dizzy, and then it was that I felt mother's 
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arms around me^ and I saw her weeping, and 
Fraulein Lili was bathing my temples and assuring 
mother that the Emperor slept so £9tr from our 
apartments that he could not have heard me. 

Then I sank into a sweet slumber, and I dreamed 
a dream which you must never forget, Fraulein, 
because I fancy that in some way the dream must 
come true in after years. I dreamed that I lay in a 
barge whose prow and rudder and floor and masts 
were covered with lovely moss-roses, and I, in a 
mantle made of moss-rose petals, with a sceptre of 
moss-roses in my hands, gazed with enchanted eyes, 
while the barge glided down a sunny wide river. 
Cities &ir, gardens, and graceful cathedrals, crowds 
that threw roses at me as I passed, castles whose 
towers gleamed warm in the summer air, rose on all 
sides, and cheers and flowers accompanied me, while 
gay mariners saw the rose-coloured water drop from 
the rose-covered rudders, and bridges made all of 
roses formed triumphal arches above our heads. But 
as the twilight slowly set in, one by one the roses 
drooped and fell from mast and prow into the 
darkened stream. The crowds and cities and the 
gay song of the mariners faded away, and palaces 
black and high, dungeons environed by wild forests, 
whence came the desolate sound of bugles and horns, 
mirrored their menacing contours in the river. My 
sceptre was no more than a staff of thorns, and my 
thorny mantle weighed so that the cruel points 
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entered my flesh. And I saw a man's shadow lie 
at my feet Quickly the shadow vanished, and also 
the landscape, and I saw my own form lying out- 
stretched in the boat, and heard people around 
whisper, " She is the Empress of Areineureich, and 
he has killed her." — Please, dear Fraulein, do 
remember my dream, a thing I shall probably npt 
do. myself, as new obligations, new duties, and, dare 
I say, new joys are pouring in on me. 

Will you be the best and kindest of Frauleins, 
and become a member of my household when I am 
in Areina? It appears I shall be surrounded by 
any number of ladies, but I want some one from 
Wildingen to stand by me. While I am very happy 
about going, I am at times oppressed by a dreadful 
melancholy, and I cannot bear the idea of not having 
with me my Fraulein whom I love and who, I know, 
loves me. Fraulein Lili is very nice now, and 
declares she has always been most attached to me. 
I have asked her also to accompany me to Areina, 
although, of course, the very first place in my private 

service shall ever be for you. 

Qeobgina. 

Fbaitlein Lili to Fraulein TOplitz. 

Dear Fraulein Toputz, 

Allow me to congratulate you on the happy 
event, the event which makes us all so joyful 
Princess Qeorgina is so lovely and so good, and of 
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Digitized by 



Googk 



36 ROYAL LOVERS 

course we never expected poor Princess Anna 

Paulina to be equal to the brilliant position which 

her sister will certainly adorn. I know how deeply 

the future Empress is attached to you, and as Her 

Boyal Highness has deigned to choose my humble 

self as third handmaid, and as I am to accompany 

her to Areina, will you, dear and honoured Fiaulein 

Toplitz, promise to protect and defend me ? I am 

but a poor forlorn girl, unworthy of your notice, but 

your goodness is well 4nown to all, and I feel sure 

that you will look after one who is respectfully 

devoted to you. 

LiLi Brandt. 

Liu Brandt to Mrs. Kitty Brandt. 

Dear Mother, 

I have managed so well that the Emperor's 
change of mind brings no change in my prospects. 
Her Boyal Highness, whose favour I did not possess, 
as I had devoted myself completely to that silly 
Princess, Anna Paulina, — in a word. Princess 
Qeorgina is now quite charmed with my merits, and 
I accompany her to Areina. Unfortunately, that 
horrid Fraulein Toplitz, to whom the future Empress 
is attached, will doubtless now try to rule the 
household, and Fraulein Toplitz does not like me. 
But she is no match for your daughter Lili, and 
already the Emperor's first Kammer-Diener is making 
eyes at me. He is a quiet young man, and should 
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prove an easy instrument in my hands. So the old 
cat Toplitz will be outwitted and, before next year 
is over, sent away from the Imperial Court in Areina. 
Trust me and my skill, mother. I shall play pussy 
with her, and treat her respectfully. — But hush! 
even my pen may have ears. 

The Princess Anna Paulina cries her eyes out 
when in the privacy of her room, but puts on a decent 
eau-de-Cologne-bathed face in public. Her sister is 
beautiful; cold, dangerously cold to the Emperor; 
and he — Oh, Mother, a more infatuated lover I have 
never seen. I am pleased to say there is no fuss 
made over the Princess Anna Paulina, and she is a 
prudent girl not to make herself wearisome. Did I 
ever tell you before how insipid I find her ? 

Affectionately your devoted daughter, 

LiLI. 

Prince Ethelbert of Areineureich (Uncle of 
Emperor Matthew and the Duchess of Wildingen, 
and Qod-father of Princess Qeorgina) to his Son, 
Prince Joachim. 

My Son, 

The announcement of your strange be- 
haviour at the Opera last evening has neither 
surprised nor angered me. Your mother was a 
lady most bewildering in manners and conduct. 
For ten years I had to call on her dressed as a knight 
of the Middle Ages--a ridiculous figure enough — and 
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on such occasions my friend, Doctor Schulte, and 
my devoted servant, Hans, were alone the witnesses 
of the grotesque necessity imposed on me by the 
Duchess of Wildingen, my lawful wife. That you 
resemble your mother with her curious doctrines 
and ideas I can no longer doubt. You have given 
serious offence to a king^s daughter, and belied the 
excellent education I contrived to force upon one 
whose every instinct rebelled against learning. I 
always knew you would prove naught but an ill- 
trained Imperial cub, but I am obliged to acknowledge 
you are, moreover, heartless, cruel as any Caracalla 
or Heliogabalus, and such a fool ! 

Allow you to marry that woman ? — But I am not 
the head of the fiimily, Joachim. You must apply 
to Matthew, who is in love, and perhaps kindly 
disposed towards lovers, whatever they may be. 
The Emperor seems well accustomed to your levity 
— he even forgave you the famous leap over a coffin 
in the streets of Areina ; he may possibly find that 
to leap over conventionality and precedent and the 
silver coffins of a thousand emperors, your ancestors, 
is an action not much more to be reprimanded than 
that illustrious deed of yours when you stopped the 
funeral procession, and spurred your mare to a mad 
feat, worthy of our insane forefathers in Spain. I 
suppose the £ault lies with me. I should not have 
married a princess belonging to the Wildingen set. 
No doubt I am responsible for most of the mis- 
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« 

fortune that has happened to me through you, 
my son. 

At any rate, I have my pictures and statues and 
fine vases, whose quiet slumber has been hallowed 
by the dampness of many illustrious tonlbs and 
vaults, and which will ever save me from the griefs 
you are contriving to bring down on my old age. 
The wine of life still boils in my veins. As long as 
one. can enjoy the pleasures that come frx)m art and 
nature, one is young. I have entered into the cycle 
of the immortals by the wide and sunlit gates of art, 
and you are entering into the cycle of torment by 
the flaming gates of folly. 

I suppose you believe Lina Marina loves you. 
Foolish boy, can't you see that actresses have spent, 
in apeing gestures before the public, the power to 
love and hate; that death itself has lost its 
grandeur to them who lie on death-beds and make 
dying speeches and sing dying anthems with 
imaginary spears in their flesh, and who are carried 
away as imaginary corpses, almost every evening of 
their lives! What are kisses to them whose lips 
bestow the blessed gifts on the lips of indifferent and, 
sometimes, repelling men ? And their arms — how 
can arms have the warmth of a true love-clasp that 
have embraced hundreds of lovers and been the 
arms of Juliet to Bomeos of all kinds ? 

Away with the love of actresses, my son. I will 
never call the woman my daughter who has been 
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the daughter of fishermen with painted fitces, of mock 
tyrants and false kings, and soirdisant scoundrels. 
No truth, no truth, not one single atom of reality can 
be found in the eyes of an actress, nor in her heart. 
She herself is not aware of the distance that 
separates her real self from the personages she 
assumes, and she inevitably steps over the slight 
line of demarcation, and is ever confusing her own 
sentiments with the sentiments which she must 
voice with as much vehemence as if she felt them. I 
pity and despise the whole lot, Joachim. It is not 
hard to understand why, in bygone centuries, which 
in many ways were more enlightened than ours, 
people refused holy burial-ground to actors, men and 
women who in their lifetime had abandoned their 
own souls and senses, emptied their' beings of 
personal feelings, to leave space for the feelings they 
mimicked. 

Do as you like, provided the Emperor does not 
oppose the match. Write to him. I cannot keep 
my temper, and any word I might thrust into the 
matter would probably prove a stumbling-block to 
your wishes and those of the Signora or Signorina — 
one never knows whether these women are Mrs. or 
Miss, and whether the orange-blossoms lie hidden 
behind their right or their left ear. They are like 
the amphibia, and live by turns in the water of open 
immorality or on the continent of matrimony. I 
suppose you will enable Lina Marina to set a firm 
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foot on the safer ground of a morganatic union ? I 

need not repeat the reasons of my aversion to 

morganatic matches. Even to Lina Marina and her 

like such a marriage should appear worthy of the 

primeval ambition of her sex, whose every effort, 

from the Deluge downwards, has been to raise 

feminine privileges to the height of masculine 

pretensions. 

I am just buying an admirable Perugino. You 

might step in to congratulate me on the purchase 

and bid £u:ewell, a long farewell to my collection. 

Your father's museum as well as your Other's heart 

will close on you, and for ever — ^gates of iron which 

no mortal hand will open — ^if you marry the 

amphibian. 

Ethelbebt. 



Johanna, Pbincess of Siniqaglia, to her Sister, 
Princess Olivu. 

Estaia, 

Deab Olivia, 

Your letter has not in the least surprised 
or disappointed me, but poor Wilhelma is in tears. 
She already saw you the wife of Prince Joachim of 
Areineureich, a future empress perhaps (Georgina 
may remain childless, after all), and if words could 
kill, the silly infatuation of that Job, Count Giulio, 
would be short-lived. So you are coming back 
Princess Olivia of Sinigaglia, and I cannot but 
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rejoice that you are spared entering a family of such 
tragic destinies. 

Olivia, has any one ever told you how many times 
you have visited this planet before your birth, and 
under how many diflTerent forms, and the crimes you 
have committed, and the fine deeds achieved by one 
who was your own self, and yet not your own self, 
I know not how many thousand years ago? But 
unless you purify your mind and body, and allow 
the higher spirituality to dwell in your soul, you will 
not be able to remember other than momentarily 
those phases of your bygone existences whose 
expiation, punishment or recompense lie with you 
now. I am working and learning, and some day 
may achieve the splendid victory of revealing to 
myself my remote lives. I am like a flower that 
searches for its roots and the origin of its perfume& 

Dear Olivia, you are right not to lament because 

that woman, the handsome actress, is to marry 

Prince Joachim in your stead. They had met 

before, and their love is but an act of recognition, a 

joyful meeting after a long absence. Tou could not 

part those two happy souls. With many wishes for 

the development. . . . 

Johanna. 
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Princess Wilhelma o^ Sikigaglia to her Sister, 
Princess Olivia, 

Estona. 

Dear Olivia, 

Why does not mother return ? The sooner 
she resames the reins of her kingdom and the control 
of Johanna, the better for us all That child 
Johanna is absolutely out of her senses. I am afraid 
she must be the talk of Court and town by this 
time. Her actions are scarcely less grotesque than 
the startled looks of the people on whom she 
lavishes her confidence. She now pretends that, 
owing to strict diet and high-strung, elevated thought, 
she has received a revelation from above, and that in 
a former existence she was a camel-driver. Where 
the camels she drove now are, and transformed into 
what creatures, remains an enigma; but I can see 
what she will be driven to, and what John Grey, the 
blonde archangel, is driving at. Papa is over head 
and ears in his duties of Prince Consort, that is to 
say, he receives every o^e of the officials of the 
kingdom, in the desire that no one should give 
credence to the statement that the Prince Consort is 
the very last man to whom people in any emergency 
whatever should apply, that the Prince Consort is 
but dust and ashes, etc. Oh, mother should be at 
home. She is strong-minded and strong-tongued. 
She will swear at Johanna, and reduce John Qrey to 
a handful of sand, and Johanna's camels too. 
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Lina Marina's portraits are sold at the comers of 
our principal streets. Notoriety is easily gained. 
But^ really, how could the Emperor consent to the 
marriage ? That morganatic T^etch will creep into 
Georgina's intimacy. We are told that Georgina, 
though haughty and devoid of kindliness, takes to 
vulgar people, and she will probably feel attracted 
by stage glamour and stage curtseys. What can be 
expected of a Wildingen but strange tastes ? 

Mamma has set my cap at the Emperor of Mosta ; 
he is seventy-two, and a confirmed widower. 

WiLHELMA. 



Princess Johanna of Siniqaolia to Mr. John 
Grey. 

Ustaia, 

Dear Mr. Grey, 

I am most unhappy to have missed the 
opportunity of seeing you, but, as you are aware, the 
Palace grounds are open to the public on Sundays, 
and we generally spend the hallowed day in the 
country. Had I known that you would be amongst 
the visitors to our gardens, I certainly should not 
have left town. As it is, we were together in a 
spiritual way the whole of the afternoon yesterday, 
and while I write I feel your presence. You have 
opened the Gates of Eternity to me ; my soul has 
grown in light and strength since the luminous 
moment of our first meeting. You were standing by 
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the sea, and, like Plato, lecturing to a throng of 
youths whose faces expressed the hope and joy you 
had awakened, while words of immortal portent fell 
from your lips like moonbeams on tired waves. I 
can remember yet what you were saying to them : 
'' Raise yourselves ever higher in the scale of human 
beings," you said. "Walk with hands and eyes 
uplifted. Sever not the silver link that binds a soul 
to its different existence. Re-embodiment is like 
tmto the life that retumeth to a tree after its winter 
slumber. Kindle and stimulate every one of your 
faculties, till the noblest of them all takes the upper 
hand and leads instinct and reason, as the shepherd 
leads the herd to green pastures." You called down 
on us the power of the Eternal Spirit that pervades 
the infinity of Space. And then lb was that I asked 
you to become my friend and to guide me. And do 
you remember what you answered, John Grey ? 
"Yes, I will guide thee, gentle soul, gentle maid, 
whoever thou prove to be, a king's daughter or the 
wife of a poor fisherman." And I was silent, and we 
walked along the beach, across the golden sands. 
And you pointed to the ruins of those temples 
whose antique glory still sends a thrill through 
multitudes — like spirals of snow-white smoke lieir 
columns rise unthwarted by Time — and you pointed 
to them, and said, " The gods and goddesses whose 
radiance dwelt amidst those marbles are gone, and 
have sunk deep into the earth or rotted in the sea. 
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The song of sirens, whose perilous charm ensnared 
the hearts of heroes, is no longer heard. But gods 
and goddesses are alive in thousands, not in shrines 
of splendour, not in sanctuaries where gold and 
jewels shimmer, but in the soul of man, yea, in every 
soul that revels in the sunlight and dreams under 
the moon. We are all divine, or have in us the 
capacity for becoming deities and parts of the 
Supreme Deity." 

With pulse beating with a feverish exaltation I 
returned to the Palace that day, and asked my 
fitther to allow me to receive you here, a permission 
which mother would not have easily granted. 
Fortunately, father has become as interested in 
you as myself, and with his personal friends the 
Queen seldom or never interferes. So we shall 
see much of each other if you spend the winter in 
Estaia. 

I am to be found every morning in the ruined 
gallery of Diana's temple. I love Diana and every- 
thing that recalls her cold and magical influence. 
Did you say Constantinople was the city of the 
crescent even before Mahomet II and before the 
Byzantine Empire — ^the city of the moon? How 
strange and alluring! 

Your prediction has turned into a reality. My 
sister is not betrothed to the Prince of Areineureich. 
And when I recall the dreadful things that must 
come to pass in the Imperial family, I rejoice that 
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our timid, gentle and pretty Olivia is safe, and has 
left Areina this morning. 

Johanna. 

John Qret to the Pbincess Johanna. 

Deab Princess, 

Most gratefully do I thank you for the 
gracious letter. I am all \mworthy of your kind 
appreciation. I am but the tool chosen by your 
spiritual fiEiculties for their further development. 
Aspiration, exhortation and prayer can bring miracles 
to pass. I have been able to reach your soul 
because, through the desire of getting more and 
more light, your soul became easy of approach. 

I congratulate you on that happy event, your 
sister's release &om an engagement to a young 
prince belonging to the House of Wildingen. For 
centuries the House of Wildingen has been scourged 
by evil spirits. As I told you, evil spirits are souls 
released from the bondage of the flesh, yet not 
unmaterialized, and they cling to the atmosphere of 
their former incarnation, and generally they succeed 
in entering a sane body and infesting the sane mind 
that inhabits that body. Thus it is with the luck- 
less Wildingens. Their ancestors who have proved 
insane or criminal pounce upon them sooner or 
later, and force them to commit the same crimes as 
of yore and to undergo the same anguish. Thus 
would your sister's children, and the children of her 
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children, have continued the &tal record. Fatality, 
the work of hatred and maledictions, old anathema 
whose power brings ruin, are thus explained. The 
truths that I am now trjdng to convey to you will 
soon take root in your mind, and never after &il you. 
Love of truth and of the Infinite is but the expansion 
of a healthy love of ourselves, as we are the Infinite 
Truth emanating from the Infinite Being. I shall 
ever be delighted to meet you, and shall call on the 
Prince your father to-morrow, at 2 p.m. 

John Gbey. 

Princess Olivia of Sinigaglia to her Sister, 
Princess Wilhelma. 

Areiwi, 

Dear Wilhelma, 

We are leaving Areina in a few hours, 
after what the French would call a Waterloo, and 
the Austrians a Sadowa. Mother is infuriated, and 
I am now quite sure that Doctor Schulte's benignant 
white curls are not his own, for he kept such close 
watch on his head while receiving from Queen 
Ortrude one of those corpse-garde scoldings of hers 
whose fame, I truly believe, has rendered her almost 
redoubtable. She used the strongest language that 
even a dictionary of Hussars could contain. And 
oh I Wilhelma, the Doctor's teeth chattered in his 
head so that they seemed on the point of breaking 
o£F; and he spread his beard and made a white 
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basket of it, so that if the teeth had dropped into 
the beard they could have rested in its depths. And 
he said repeatedly, moaning and even howling the 
words, " Most honoured Queen, great Queen ! "— 
but his cries never got the better of mother's treble, 
the exasperated treble of her worst days. What she 
said of Prince Joachim and the Imperial family of 
Areineureich and their defects, vices, complaints, 
misdeeds, mishaps, disgraces, I could not repeat, nor 
do I care to remember. She called Joachim a tipsy 
Jonkherr, Lina Marina an awful word, the future 
Empress a candidate for Bedlam, the Emperor a 
dirty monkey, the Duchess of Wildingen and Prince 
Ethelbert swindlers. 

She openly declared she knew that Prince Ethel- 
bert had made a secret contract with a Jew who 
pretends to sell false masterpieces of art, at a high 
price, to the Prince, and once they get into the 
Prince's museum and become well known, the Prince 
sells them for the highest price he can get, and the 
bargain made with the Jew proves a good thing for 
both. Of course this is an utter absurdity, and 
Prince Ethelbert does not deserve such treatment 
at mother's hands. Prince Ethelbert is a jolly, 
clever, cynical old fellow, who quotes Dante, Aris- 
tophanes and Milton in the same breath, considers 
every speck of antique dust worth a pound of flesh, 
is not in the least ambitious nor proud, scoffs at 
court etiquette and stings his son with witty arrowsfor 
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his conduct and the stage idyll with Lina Marina. 
Ah! had Prince Joachim resembled his father! 
I would regret a broken-oflf match with Prince 
Ethelbert, whereas Joachim never took my fietncy 
even for one brief moment. 

But I must return to Doctor Schulte. By a 
miracle his wig and false teeth stuck in their 
places. Doctor Schulte is a genius. Twice did 
mother's royal fists come almost into contact with 
the deprecating shoulders, and twice the Doctor 
succeeded in changing his terror-stricken gesture 
into one of deep respect; at the third attack, the 
humble prostrate form unbent and rose to fall 
height, and with a sibylline air the Doctor exclaimed, 
*' Madam, Your Majesty's wrath is just, and I feel 
indignant with myself for having trespassed on 
Your Majesty's privileges both as mother and as 
queen. Tread me to atoms, bum me to ashes, and 
I shall deserve both fates. Your Majesty may well 
be angry with her humble but guilty servant. I 
have preferred the honour of an Empire to the 
personal happiness of a young princess whose every 
smile is as a harbinger of spring. But the Emperor 
of Mitraw was so keen on the idea of getting a fair 
empress, and Princess Olivia seems so fitted to 
grace a throne,.that I did not reflect ! The Emperor, 
though not much above thirty, might prove a grave 
and even unbending husband. Stupid, stupid that 
I am ! " And the man gave his chest and brow the 
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blows that he had eluded from the Queen. " Stupid 
old rascal ? Thou art ever the same unconscionable 
idiot. Thou hast worked in the dark, worked to 
destroy the marriage between Joachim and Olivia, 
between the beauteous Princess and the wayward 
Prince ; thou hast lost thy wretched senses, old man, 
and given thyself up to the cause of thy Imperial 
friend ; thou hast been moved by the sudden love 
bom in the Emperor's heart at the sight of a 
portrait, and Lina Marina must needs don the 
morganatic orange-blossom. Lina Marina learnt 
from thee the art of wiles and guile, through thy 
will alone did Joachim wish to make that actress his 
wife, and now the scales that clouded thy stupid 
eyes lie at thy feet, Doctor Schulte. The Princess 
Olivia will not consent to become the Emperor 
Leone's wife. The Emperor is beneath the daughter 
of Queen Ortrude. No parvenu conqueror deserves 
a wife from a line counting its descent by ages. Ah, 
Doctor Schulte, Doctor Schulte, for a few kind lines in 
an emperor's hand, for gold, thou, vilest of mortals, 
hast betrayed a great queen ! " And Doctor Schulte, 
overwhelmed by the calamities he had brought upon 
himself broke down and fell into the depths of a 
huge arm-chair, his beard quivering and wet with 
tears, his bony hands pressed against his temples. 

Then a thing happened which I have never 
witnessed before. Crossing the chamber with hasty 
steps, her kerchief displayed like a banner, with 



Digitized by 



Googk 



62 ROYAL LOVERS 

Valkyrie grace and swiftness, the Queen fell on 
her knees beside the arm-chair where Doctor Schulte 
sobbed and whimpered. She took those awful hands 
of his between her long, disdainful fingers, and said, 
'*Dear, kind friend," — ^now, who has ever before won 
that epithet from Her Majesty? — ''dearest and 
kindest of friends, do not weep I Do not grieve. 
Show me the Emperor's letter." "Li my breast- 
pocket," sobbed the old heron ; and he searched in 
vain for the missing paper, and drew out instead a 
huge pair of green spectacles, a yellow kerchief and 
an empty purse^ Mother took the purse and filled 
it with the gold coins she always keeps in the silken 
bag at her waist. 

Now, mother's bag is large, and the purse looked 
small, yet the diminutive leather thing swallowed 
up the contents of the bag like a hungry mouth, 
and it still looked empty. Mother thrust the purse 
on the Doctor's knee ; indignantly he threw it on 
the ground, and it fell not &r frx>m the arm-chair, 
while mother went on : ** Dear Doctor, write to the 
Emperor. Olivia is such a nice, simple girl, and 
she delights in serious people. She is not over- 
merry herself Write instantly, and arrange some 
place of meeting. I can put o£f my return to Estaia. 
The Prince Consort does not interfere with the 
government, and my pen rules well, even at a 
distance. Do write." 

" No, no. Madam," answered the weeping monster; 
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'' no» no, I am too awkward, too humble for such an 
august task. I should not know how to word my 
letter." 

Mother's eyes sparkled. " I will dictate it to you, 
dear Doctor. No, don't move. Here, Olivia, help 
me. We will not disturb Doctor Schulte. Here, 
take the other end of this table." And we both 
carried a writing-table in front of the old man's 
arm-chair, and mother — ^would you believe it? — 
arranged the cushion that pmpped him, and bathed 
his temples and hands with eau-de-Cologne. 

The old rascal went on puffing and sighing like 
a bellows. He looked the most hideous piece of 
anatomy you can imagine. In my mind there was 
no doubt as to his determination not to write that 
letter; I felt that the Emperor Leone's proposal 
was pure fiction. But I felt curiously bound to 
follow Doctor Schulte's movements, and to watch in 
what way he would creep out of his difficulty. He 
lay entangled in the network. He groaned and 
groaned again, and made efforts to open his waist 
coat and loosen his cravat ; but whilst his left hand 
was thus engaged, I could see his right hang down 
to the carpet and stealthily clutch the disdained 
leather purse. Louder and louder he groaned, and 
through his clenched teeth his breath came out in 
a thick, hissing way, till the Queen became quite 
distressed. "He is fidnting! God, he is dying!" 
gasped she. ** Olivia dear, ring quickly " and 
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she once more poured the perfumed eau-de-Cologne 
on to his beard and eyebrows, till he sneezed, a 
sound which mother mistook for a mortal symptom. 
She followed me to the door, and I suppose he took 
advantage of our turned backs and thrust the purse 
into his pocket, because when we returned to find 
him still prostrate in the arm-chair, the leather 
purse had disappeared. 

Chamberlains, maids and servants now filled the 
room. "Doctor Schulte! Doctor Schultel" My 
mother shook the old mass of deceit till I could 
hear the clink of coins in his pocket; but the Queen 
paid no attention to anything but the gurgling 
sounds that issued from the sonorous chest. 

" Take me home, take me home ! " he muttered. 

<< He is recovering consciousness now! He speaks I 
Thank God !" said my mother. 

''Take me home!" The request was now renewed 
in a pressing, pitiful voice, as through his half-closed 
lids Schulte had perceived our Court doctor, whose 
clear, honest face was pale with concern and anxiety 
at being so hurriedly summoned. '' Take me home 
— ^take me home ! " 

A group of servants approached, raised Doctor 
Schulte in his arm-chair on to their stalwart shoulders 
and thus, with feeble moans and that ugly sound of 
gold accompanying him, Schulte made a part-trium- 
phant, part-ridiculous, part-pathetic exit from the 
Queen's apartments. And one of the footmen told 
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my maid that he sprang to his feet as soon as he 
reached the gates of his house, and that a smile of 
relief and satisfaction then and there settled on his 
featurea He had not written that letter to the 
Emperor, after all ! 

Our Court doctor was still discussing with mother 
the probabilities of Schulte being menaced with 
sudden death through heart-disease, when a note 
from the dying man arrived, thanking the Queen for 
her goodness, and telling Her Majesty that, the 
" perilous emergency " being over, he had on the spot 
sent Her Majesty's message to '* the foreign sovereign 
who is in love with Princess Olivia/' Mother almost 
shrieked with gratitude and joy. She kissed me, and 
called me "lovely Empress," and advised me to 
prove as coquettish and gay on my first meeting with 
Emperor Leone as I was when I met Count Giulio. 
Now, notice that mother has never before mentioned 
Count Giulio to me ! And she added that Johanna 
would soon become an empress also, by marrying 
the old widower, who certainly must long for a demure 
and pious wife. '* Our dear Johanna is somewhat of 
a mystic, and the Prince writes that a very remark- 
able professor of religion, an American, is at present 
busy with the welfare of our girl's soul. I hear," said 
the Queen, "that John Grey is venerable and 
austere." I felt bound not to contradict mother 
though it's hard to imagine how a young student with 
lustrous eyes and golden hair can be austere. 
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Such was her joy over Dr. Schulte's letter, I think 
mother would have revealed all her plans and hopes 
to me then and there but for the entrance of a 
smart aide-de-camp. You know, dear sister, that we 
occupy the left wing of the Imperial Palace in 
Areina — Imperial fortress it might be called : towers, 
turrets, stone staircases, quaint corridors, antique 
vaulted rooms, halls where the spirit of the Middle 
Ages still lingers, an innumerable number of unten- 
anted chambers, in addition to the apartments, richly 
furnished, but still gloomy ; and beneath the right 
wing, which the Emperor of Areineureich inhabits, a 
kind of dark cave open to wind and snow, and in 
which, night and day, are visible beneath the flame 
of torches the dim outlines of an empty coffin, guarded 
on each side by tall soldiers in armour, with naked 
swords. Mystery, a kind of sacred grandeur, awe 
and horror — all this renders the Imperial Fortress a 
place haunted with an atmosphere as dark and for- 
bidding as its past history. I do not envy the lovely 
Princess of Wildingen, who will learn in this palace 
how heavily the crown of Areineureich can lie on her 
wonderful hair. Oh, I envy not Princess Georgina. 
. . . And the etiquette that sways this Court is 
terrible ; its force, unsuspected yet ever present, must 
wither the flowers of youthful imagination and taint 
at their source the well-springs of innocent joy. It 
throws a mantle of oppression over every desire, as 
the pagan priests of our own country raised their 
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fiery mantles over the faltering steps of those who 
were doomed to receive their solemn anathemas. 
All the time-worn habits that made the Spanish 
Court famous survive here. And it is interesting to 
note how not one of the modem ideas so arduously 
taken up in the town of Areina has penetrated into 
the Palace. Prejudice is the still unconquered 
victor. And the Wildingens are wild girls ac- 
customed to enjoy liberty, out-of-door life, and 
art. 

But to return to the Emperor. The smart aide- 
de-camp's errand was of no small importance, as he 
asked where it might be Her Majesty's pleasure to 
receive the Emperor of Areineureich. Mother made 
a ready and gracious answer, and when I reflected 
what an ordeal the Emperor's visit might have 
proved under other circumstances, I felt almost 
grateful to Doctor Schulte. Yon know mother — 
she takes special views of her maternal duties, and 
not only does she lavish on us all the warmth of her 
generous heart, but also all her ambitious designs. 
She should be leniently judged, for she is a thorough 
queen-mother. She possesses a remarkable sensi- 
bility, a conscientiousness marked by beautiful traits, 
but only in the part of a mother and a queen. The 
time will come when people who are startled by her 
rough manners, and who play upon her credulity by 
stirring the sole chords that vibrate in her heart 
must learn to revere and admire her as much as 
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father has done from the very first. She possesses, 
moreover, a constitutional unfitness for living the 
smaller events of life, those in which her double 
sentimental rdle is in no way concerned. Her 
daughters, the welfare of her people, fill in the whole 
space of looking-glass perspective in which her exist- 
ence is mirrored. Among the visible evidences of 
this is her readiness to believe implicitly that the 
greatest possibilities may ever be open to her 
daughters, that the nation over whose destinies she 
presides is the one nation in the world worthy of the 
Creator's attention. Then, the multitude of photo- 
graphs lying around her, on tables, chairs and floor — 
a heap, a Himalaya of photographs, not one of which 
does not represent her children in every period of 
infancy and youth, or Sinigaglian landscapes, views 
of Estaia, her ships, the sea, the mountains, the poets, 
the political men of our native land. . . . And she 
is indifferent about everjrthing else; cataclysms or 
victories in other parts of the world than Sinigaglia do 
not interest her. Marriage will cease to be a social 
institution, and eligible princes will no longer form 
the most prominent feature in Europe on the day we 
are all provided with thrones, handsome or clever 
husbands,fine palaces and a train of splendid courtiers. 
You may picture to yourself how the Emperor of 
Areineureich would have been confironted with his 
own and Prince Joachim's misdeeds but for that wily 
suggestion of Doctor Schulte and the smiling effigy 
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of the melancholy Emperor Leone in the background 
of our present matrimonial failure. 

The Emperor — ^have I ever describe(r him to you ? 
— ^is very young, very fair, very slender, very delicate 
in features, in manners — he revels in the veries. All 
his qualities are minor but excessive: fairness, 
delicacy, courtesy without import; his blonde skin 
is often traversed by blushes through his soft blonde 
whiskers ; his under lip is a historical feature — a 
thick, uncouth proof that he indeed belongs to a race 
£Buned for grandeur and decadence. But for the 
historical pout, the Emperor resembles most of the 
officers whom we daily meet in the streets of Areina. 
His approaching marriage stands uppermost in his 
mind. Mother found appropriate terms to extol 
Qeorgina's extraordinarily good looks, her cleverness, 
her grace. The Emperor is in love, with a big L. 
He told us that the bride would sail to the capital 
in a barge covered with moss-roses. Not a single 
allusion did he make to Anna Paulina. But he 
moved his plumed headgear uncomfortably between 
his fingers when I mentioned that I had often heard 
Qeorgina's fine musical instincts praised by those 
who knew her. I suppose art and madness prove 
synonymous with the Wildingens, and that luckless 
and strange fellow, King Frederic, leads the dance of 
lunatics. 

The Emperor asked us to prolong our stay in Areina, 
a mere formula, as he must know that we long to be 
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off; he is not intelligent, but remarkably tactfal. 
Mother felt rather embarrassed when he inquired 
whether we intended to return to Estaia. We now 
depend wholly on Doctor Schulte's decision, or 
rather, on the dictates of the melancholy monarch on 
whom the honour of becoming my husband will be 
thrust. The Emperor of Areineureich— did he do it 
on purpose ? — smilingly asserted that there would be 
more than one Royal wedding in the course of this 
year, and that the Emperor Leone would soon leave 
his Court in search of a wife. Was this a hint, or an 
attempt at propitiating mother, whose good graces 
the Emperor of Areineureich probably felt he had 
lost through his cousin's behaviour ? He stayed on 
BSid on till twilight, till the yellow flames of the high 
tapers that stand around his coffin took a dull red 
hue and shed lugubrious light into the room in which 
we were seated. Like an omen of blood the rays 
were reflected from a big opal in a ring of dull gold 
on the young sovereign's ungloved hand. He pointed 
to the ring. " Georgina gave it me," he said softly. 
" It is my betrothal ring." 

I have no idea what sort of place we are going to ; 
Doctor Schulte said somewhere in the Styrian 
mountaina And I was so delighted to be off with 
Prince Joachim, and here I am on with the unknown 
potentate ! I suppose we shall stay in Areina two 
days longer, till all arrangements are made by Doctor 
Schulte. My belief remains unaltered that Emperor 
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Leone has no idea of the bliss that is being prepared 
for him. The morganatic wretch, Lina Marina, has 
given notice of h^r decision to leave the stage. But 
there is going to be a big function at the Opera in 
honour of the new Empress Qeorgina, and the 
Emperor desires his betrothed to hear her future 
cousin the actress, before the latter sinks into the 
rosy semi-obscurity of a prince's half-spouse. I am 
losing myself in a labyrinth of feelings, and am half 
frightened to find that I love its intricacie& Count 
Qiulio is now only an abstraction in my thoughts, 
the symbol of the reality whom one might love, were 
Princesses allowed to love; and the melancholy 
Emperor's image brings to life curiously entangled 
hopes of happiness. But have we princesses the right 
to expect happiness, or, if we happen to possess it, to 
expect to keep it ? 

Autumn, in vestments of amber, treads the gardens 
and forests round Areina. We are not used to the 
sound of falling leaves, to the misty splendour shed 
over trees and flowers by the touch of death. In 
our land, whose mountains are marble and whose 
laurel boughs never rustle with the murmur of 
decay, we under-value the glamour that lies in 
adievx and about the tomb. Our ruins are stones 
so glorious that the centuries glide over them. 
Everything within our antique shores seems to take 
hold of immortality. Here, life and the loss of life 
are the heart of every moment. 
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Is Johanna still taken up with her philosopher's 

theories? She could never be enamoured but in 

the abstract. 

Olivia. 

DOCTOB SCHULTE to SlQNOBINA LiNA MaBINA. 

Areina. 

Qnadiqb Frau, 

May I give you a hint, and even good 
advice? The confidence you gave me must never 
be shared by any other mortal. I will help you. 
To-morrow you shall see your Angiolina for the last 
time. Be brave, gnddige Frau. The child, an angel 
indeed, will be cared for and happy. Occasionally, 
through your humble servant, news will reach you 
of her wel&re. Queen Ortrude is kind, the climate 
of Sinigaglia excellent, and the three Princesses 
regular high-bred types of what the French call 
la vraie grande dame, and the English a lady. Tear 
up this letter. . . . 

DocTOB ScHULTE to DocTOB GusNER, Director of 
the Lunatic Asylum in Oceles. 

DEAB DoCTOB Gt^SNEB, 

And is your patient really getting on 
better? I can scarcely believe it. The memory 
of the nervous shock I sustained from my sister's 
sharp attacks, whose frequent recurrence forced me 
to send her away from our home a few years ago. 
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still makes me shudder. I could never live under 
the same roof with her again ; and then your learned 
colleagues whom I consulted in Paris are positive as 
to the impossibility of her ever regaining her mental 
equilibrium. That hallucination as to her condition 
and her own personality seems to me an absolute 
proof that her sanity is irretrievably gone. Show 
her every possible kindness. Make no effort to 
defend me when she abuses me, whose sole aim it 
is to render her sad fate somewhat lighter. It is 
said to be characteristic of insane persons that they 
hate the people whom they most cherished, so I 
suppose I must try to feel resigned. 

I may pay you a flying visit to Oceles one of these 
days. I have been introduced to our future Empress, 
the loveliest and most charming, and most amiable 
and gifted princess in Europe. 

WiLHELM SCHULTE. 

Princess Wilhema of Sinigaqlia to her Sister, 
Princess Olivia. 

-.^^.^^^^^ Estaia, 

And what is our new lectrice like ? I love her 
name, Angiolina de Pandetto, but somehow the fact 
that she is recommended by that pet of yours. 
Doctor Schulte, does not please me. And you say 
she is an orphan. JSntre les bras de Dieu laisUe cUs 
m naissance — left since her birth between the arms 
of God. And is she pretty ? A real beauty would 
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not do, nor a fright either. Remember how ashamed 
Mademoiselle Fosca's plaimiess made us when we 
had to ask her to recite a poem or a page from 
Homer, and how we wondered that even over-tired 
Ulysses did not fly on the spot from a Nausicaa with 
such an appallingly red and huge nose. 

A thunderbolt, Olivia, something unheard-of — 
ineffably new and strange and marvellous and 
elating! Put eveiy adjective under the sun to- 
gether—juggle them together! Father is in 
open opposition to mother — the Prince Consort 
baulks the Queen, and unfurls the standard of 
rebellion ! I half expected the moon to fall right 
into my plate of strawberries on the terrace yester- 
day evening, when he declared to Johanna and me 
that he would never accept a son-in-law belonging 
to the femily of the great Conqueror, — ** the great 
condoUieri and court burglar," added father, with a 
growl, " And has not Ortrude noticed " — ominous 
sign : he did not say " the Queen " — ** that there is 
not one among the sovereigns of Europe who seeks 
the honour of a matrimonial alliance with Emperor 
Leone ? No, I would rather Olivia should marry 
beneath her, and become the duchess of a real 
duke, the countess of a real earl." "And is not 
Leone a real emperor ? " I ventured to inquira 

Olivia, I should love to see you an empress, and 
why should a Princess von Wildingen outdo the 
Princess of Sinigaglia ? Mother's pillows are thorny 



Digitized by 



Google 



ROYAL LOVERS 65 

since that betrothal in Taarbmck. One of us must 
don an Imperial crown, or mother will die. Father's 
prejudices against Leone are firm, but the Queen is 
a wilfiil specimen of the Creator's bounty to His 
creatures, and it is easier to reason with a cloud as 
to its form, and with the wind as to its direction, 
than to discuss with her the fitness of Queen Ortrude's 
desires. 

Olivia, I am afraid the second son of Suevor is 
meant for me. I am only sixteen, and he is not 
yet twenty-two ; and he bites his nails to the quick ; 
his teeth are the colour of moss-grown bark, his 
fingers grey with the accumulated dust of months, 
and I should say he never disturbs the sweat 
and grime that sticks to his face, as the pro- 
cess of washing is most distasteful to one who 
considers the human body "an unholy rag," and 
abandons all care of the said nuisance. His atmo- 
sphere walks half-a-mile ahead of him, and heralds 
his presence. But he will succeed his &ther, and be 
a king. There is an implied contract to keep clear 
of sentimental hobbies, a contract poor princesses 
have to sign the moment that they enter their teens 
and become eligible, I should be sorry, Olivia, if 
anything I said to other young girls who are not 
princesses ever tended in any way to foster jealousy 
between professions, between the advantages be- 
stowed by rank and the subtler advantages enjoyed 
by those who possess relative liberty. 
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I hope Angiolina may prove intelligent and able 
to talk over with us these thrilling concerns of ours. 
Are we the daughters of Prometheus, and will that 
untamed, huge bird of prey, love, &sten its claws in 
our breasts ! I am feeding on the future, nor do I 
even look at the daily food brought in to me by the 
tame hands of the quiet and commonplace. Johanna 
relies on a Supreme Power, on the Lafinite, the 
formless, the placeless — and I look forward to a fixed 
point, and a well-defined form, whose contours, I*m 
sure, must already exist, though as yet unrevealed. 

Will this letter find you in Areina still, I wonder ? 
Do bring Angiolina back with you, or, if you go on 
travelling much longer, send the girl to Estaia. I 
long for rational companionship. Johanna soars up 
to the virgin wilderness of planets. John Grey 
directs her flight. They tell me they are preparing 
themselves for a great experiment whose success 
would be the ultimate proof of universal immortality, 
and point to a process of re-embodiment. . . . 

The Queen op Sinigaglia to Dr. Schulte. 

Dear Doctor, 

Is that place in AMca very quiet and out- 
of-the-way, and are you sure that the Emperor will 
be there ? I shall consent to receive Signorina Idna 
Marina, or, rather, to ask her to sing in my apart- 
ments, when you demonstrate the real necessity of 
such a sacrifice. The girl, Angiolina, suits me in 
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every way. She is quiet, and not over-pretty. 

There are times when one might call her plain, but 

for those eyes of hers, with their haunting, hungry 

gaze. I wish you would call at the Palace and ask 

for admittance this afternoon, between half-past three 

and four. I am giving orders that you shall be 

ushered in at once, without the Chamberlain's 

knowledge. 

Obtrude, R. 

PS. — Olivia takes to Angiolina very much. 

Db. ScHULTE to SiGNOBA LiNA MaBINA. 

Tes, dear Signora, you shall get another glimpse 
of your child before she leaves for Estaia. But first 
of all, you must promise not to betray yourself 
Angiolina must remain ignorant of the near and 
tender relationship that exists between you. The 
Queen of Sinigaglia seems willing enough to see you, 
not as the future morganatic spouse of Prince 
Joachim of Areineureich, but as the prima donna 
whose voice she greatly admires. Learn to under- 
stand that on these shades, falsities and niceties 
depends the whole firm architecture of court life. 

SCHULTE. 

Db. Schulte to his Brother, Gaspabd Schulte, 
Country Doctor at Schlessen (Silesia). 
Deab Bbotheb, 

I never encounter an obstacle but I crush 
it. The woman who is ip a lunatic asylum proved 
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an obstacle — she is now withering, useless and in 
obscurity, between walls that her angry shrieks can- 
not penetrate and her fists cannot beat down. I 
know you, in your fine honesty, refuse to admire my 
highly wrought villainy, but then we were bom to 
form contrasts, and since you have chosen the straight 
path, I must needs tread the crooked one. Tours is 
more or less unfirequented ; paths such as mine are 
numerous as the veins in a human body, and crowded 
almost to suffocation. I have had to elbow my way, 
and make room for myself. Tou are an honest 
fellow on whom all the tepid tediousness of virtue 
lies like a feather, and not one tickle do you get from 
the soft ornament. I am an awful wretch. Tou 
despise me, and I admire you, though I could not 
live without the deep underground reverberations of 
my unsuspected crimes groaning voluptuously under 
my feet. I am an artist, brother, and you are an 
artisan — a quiet, country physician. Tou take the 
poverty and grief of others upon yourself; you are 
the angel of death-beds, the tender and naif nurse 
of women and weaklings. Tou adulterate your 
loathsome powders with the rainbow sands of hope, 
helping poor fools to lengthen out a cumbersome 
existence. Tou have not read McuMavel^ nor revelled 
in imagination in the keen sensation to be obtained 
from the glorious murders of the Italian Renaissance. 
All this reads like trash to you, but in my blood the 
fabulous sea-serpent opens and closes its lazy rings, 
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a serpent that encircles land and sea, and has learnt 
the power that can be wielded by the strong and the 
contemptuous. I plunge into alluring diflBculties, 
and when they thicken menacingly around me, I 
crawl out of them. When it comes to truth, I am 
fain to allow that you are my only weak point, dear, 
honest, matter-of-&ct brother. A word of approba- 
tion from you might kill the serpent in me, and yet 
that word would make me feel that I had fallen, and 
was well on the way to become a harmless nonentity 
like yourself' Happily, so &r there is nothing either 
in my words or deeds that you can approve of But 
no virtue could demand a more full and candid 
confession of faults than I achieve in my weekly 
letters to a simple and over-virtuous country 
physician, whose ultimate triumph may lie in 
exposing to the world the snares and wiles of his 
wicked brother. By writing to the Emperor of 
Areineureich of the dangerous plans and proceedings 
of Doctor Schulte, you would perhaps render a service 
to your Sovereign and your country. What keeps 
you from doing so, and what forces me to put myself 
in your power ? It is a double mystery, the hint of 
a drama in which, for one single moment, the ruffian 
becomes a saint, and vice versd. I do not mean to 
destroy your honesty, brother, but such faultlessness 
as yours makes a man like me shudder. But I shall 
break into your strong armour, for if you do not 
betray me, you are somehow a traitor. 
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I have crept round that sentimental Italian flower- 
girl, Lina Marina. She distrusted and disliked me, 
as I had fallen in love with her and done my best to 
put a stop to her romantic love aflfair with Prince 
Joachim. Besides, the Prince's father, Ethelbert, 
and the Emperor himself were anxious to end the 
liaison, and were grateful to me. I should have suc- 
ceeded, as usual, and Lina Marina and Joachim would 
have given each other up, and Joachim would have 
married Queen Ortrude's daughter, a marriage 
palatable to me, because I require Queen Ortrude's 
protection. She is a thorough woman, one whom 
one must fear and avoid if possible ; she is true and 
stalwart, but happily blinded by family affections 
and by her fervent love for the nation over which she 
reigns in her own right. Eros, the crafty infant, 
crossed my path, and forced me to thwart the Queen, 
to break off the betrothal of Princess Olivia, which 
had almost been made official, and to help Lina 
Marina on with her passionate attachment to the 
good-for-nothing, handsome Prince Joachim. 

Shall I tell you how all this came about ? Ziuei 
schioarze Augen, Heine would have said (my marriage 
present to the future Empress of Areineureich is a 
small volume of Heine's Poems). Well, zwei schwarze 
Augen — ^the glorious black eyes of a little girl, a 
maiden of sixteen — ^Angiolina by name. One day I 
called upon that madwoman Lina Marina, with the 
intention of dealing the great blow and telling her 
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that Joachim had consented to become Queen 
Ortrude's son-in-law — the sole condition of his 
capitulation being that the Emperor would im- 
mediately pay his cousin's debts. With tragic mien 
and eyes full of sympathetic condolence, I entered 
Lina Marina's bovdoir, a room encumbered as is my 
conscience. Vases, bronze consoles and Venetian 
mirrors are encountered at every step one takes 
across the Persian carpet, on whose purple depths a 
caravan of houris and fair slaves slowly winds its 
way.* Yellow draperies fell in sunny profusion from 
the ceiling, and grated iron lamps set round the wall 
shed a calm, subdued light. The chords of a harp 
sounded feintly in the distance. I sank into the 
depths of the multi-coloured divan. Strange, Asiatic 
odours filled the air. I closed my eyes. Evidently 
I was alone, and perhaps would be obliged to wait a 
half-hour before Lina Marina made her appearance. 
I seemed to fell into a trance under the influence of 
those exotic perfumes. With a start I awoke to find 
a slender arm, a hand of sunlit alabaster resting on 
my arm. A voice pleadingly inquired, '* Please, sir, 
is Signora Marina really at home ? And do you 
believe she will prove kind to me ? " The voice was 
sweet and clear. I turned, and oh ! the face that 
rose before my delighted eyes : a face pathetic in its 
smallness, a face meant to pass unperceived because 
of the radiant eyes whose power drew my attention 
from everything but their translucent and obscure 
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depths. Weird, luminous, immense,' ever dilated, 
ever moist, ever velvety and yet violent, they carry 
with them what part of the infinite the human gaze 
is allowed to absorb. Not the darkness of c}rpress 
woods traversed by a beam of sunlight can rival their 
illumined night. 

" I am Angiolina," said the girl. 

I tried to free myself from the slavery of the 
wondrous eyes, in order to see more of her form — 
which is short and slight — of her strange dress, a 
yellow drapery exactly like the tissue of yellow and 
gold that fell from the ceiling. Huge silver bracelets 
danced on her wrists as she joined her hands together, 
and said, " Oh, sir, do you think I shall ever get 
used to it ? " 

" Get used to what ? " I inquired, rather unhinged 
by the girl's familiar tones. 

She smiled mysteriously and put her finger to her 
lips. 

"Speak lower," said she. "I would not have 
Signora Marina learn that I loathe the stage even 
before I begin my work as an actress. I thought 
you were the famous impresario to whom she wants 
to introduce me this afternoon. But since you are 
not, sir, I can talk freely. It is all so different from 
the convent, so different from my dreams— the theatre, 
the dark cotUisseSy the harsh-voiced actors and their 
painted feu^es and their coarse ways. Oh, I shall die, 
I shall die if Signora Marina insists on my 
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going on the stage. Except the kind nuns, to 
whom I have bidden adieu, Signora Marina is the 
only person in the world who takes any interest 
in me. I have no one to care for; I am 
an orphan. But I cannot become an actress. 
Besides, I have always been very awkward and 
timid." 

Her every movement and syllable belied the state- 
ment, but there was a child-like grace and innocence 
in her assertions. My breath came quicker, and I 
felt my heart beat as the young girl knelt beside me 
and said imploringly, " If you are a friend or relative 
of Signora Marina, do tell her to keep me here with 
her, or to send me back to the convent. Will you 
be kind to me and do this ? " 

Again the spell of the magic light that fell from 
those marvellous eyes took hold of me. She 
clasped my hand in both of hers. 

" Oh ! do help me," she pleaded. 

I am the fevourite of the Emperor of Areineureich ; 
kings, queens, princesses look up to me for advice 
and even protection, yet a continual craving for the 
happiness that comes from love alone gnaws at my 
life. I kissed Angiolina's pure forehead, and I swore 
to protect the young girl, even to the detriment 
of my own ambitious plans. So, when Signora Lina 
Marina entered the room, I felt pledged to take 
up Angiolina's cause. Lina Marina, feverish and 
impatient, said to the child, *' Darling, the dress you 
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must try on is in my bedroom. Stay there till I call 
you/* and the girl glided out. 

" Who is she ? " I inquired of the Signora, whose 
hands were busy with her long plaits of black hair. 

" I — ^I do not exactly know who she is, nor who 
her parents were/' stammered Lina. ''And what 
about Prince Joachim and his — his betrothed? I 
suppose she is his betrothed, isn't she — the foreign, 
sallow-faced Princess with the dead-potato complexion 
I saw at the Opera, in the Imperial box ? " 

"Yes," I answered quietly, "the Prince will be 
married to the Princess Olivia of Sinigaglia." 

Though Lina Marina had evidently nerved herself 
to receive the news, like the gasping swimmer 
against whose breast a huge wave breaks, she 
tottered and fell back among the cushions in an 
agony of sobs. "Joachim! Joachim!" she cried 
passionately, with all the despair and force of a 
forsaken woman. " Joachim, my beloved ! My 
Prince ! " And floods of tears made dark spots on 
the gaudy brocade and gold of the divan cushions. 

Brother, I had looked forward to the joy of seeing 
that woman, whose love I have sued for in vain, 
bewail her &ithless lover. I had pursued her 
through thick and thin, till the deadly arrow sped 
by my crafty hand entered her soul. The thought 
of the hour of her down&ll, of Prince Joachim's 
treason and of my triumph, had been to me like a 
shining planet which lent light and life to my 
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undertaking. And now that I had lived to see her 
writhe under the pain inflicted by me and that 
other man whose cowardly conduct was my work, I 
laughed to find that I cared nothing for her sobs, a 
sound which a few days before would have fallen 
caressingly on my ears — I laughed at the very idea 
that I had once loved the tortured being who now 
lifbed to me the gaze of a bewildered martyr. 

" Who is the girl ? " I inquired again, though I 
would have given worlds to keep the question back ; 
but a force stronger than my will urged me on. 

'* The girl — the girl ? " repeated Lina Marina. 

" Angiolina. Who is Angiolina ? " 

" Ah !" said Lina Marina. " Now that all is over, 
now that Joachim has betrayed and abandoned me-, 
now that I am nothing but the phantom of a 
woman, only the ashes of my body and mind, now I 
may say who Angiolina is, and you may repeat it 
to the whole town, and to the whole Court, Doctor 
Schulte. Now that your work with me is done, you 
may sneeringly enter the palace of Prince Joachim 
and repeat my words, and rail at him and say, ' The 
woman whom you believed pure and true, the 
woman whom you wanted to make your wife, was 
not better than all the women of her class — ^a stage- 
woman only, after all. And who cares for the 
principles and virtue of a stage-woman ! * Yes, 
Doctor Schulte — quick, take my carriage, go to the 
Prince's palace, ascend the lofty marble staircase. 
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and on the threshold of his chamber cry out to the 
man who breaks Lina's heart, ' Lina Marina has a 
daughter. Some sixteen years ago, when Lina 
Marina went to Sevilla, she there became enamoured 
of a handsome toreador. Angiolina is the child 
of Lina Marina and Angelo Nastor, the &mous 
torero/ " 

" What ! " I exclaimed. ** And you force your own 
child to a life loathsome and low as yours must 
have been, a life of fistlsehood and sin ! " 

Lina Marina was not in the mood to wonder at 
my sudden pleadings in favour of morality and high- 
flown sentiments, else her answer might have proved 
inimical ; but the spuit of Truth had taken hold of 
her senses, and she went on— 

" Angelo had promised to marry me. Afterwards 
when women richer than I invited him to their 
houses and showered compliments on him, he 
became ambitious, and thought of making a great 
match. I had to leave Spain, and took the child 
away from the bad associates that gathered at her 
&ther's house. During the first few months, Angelo 
wrote and sent money; then a long silence, the 
silence that betokens the death of memory, settled 
between us. I pursued my career, and soon my 
£Bbme reached the ears of Angiolina's fisither. His 
wife was dead. He had given up the arena and 
was no longer the most popular man in Spain. But 
my popularity, and, perhaps, also the idea that I was 
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making money, attracted him. He came to me, and 
on his knees he begged for the &your of becoming 
my husband. But disgust and separation had 
erased his image from my heart — his pleading eyes 
and voice failed to recall the past. Infuriated, the 
man endeavoured in eveiy way to injure me in my 
profession, and even to take my child away from me 
by sheer force. He got some of his comrades to 
help him, and a plot was laid which might have 
succeeded but for a servant to whom I had shown 
some kindness in Sevilla. At night, maddened by 
fear like a criminal, I left Paris. You may remember 
the fuss made over the mystery of my disappearance 
and how, on the very evening that I was to play the 
principal part in Armida at the Paris Opera House, 
no trace of Lina Marina could be found. Many of 
the papers asserted that I was the woman whose 
body, found the next day in the Seine, with mutilated 
and imrecognizable features, attracted as great a 
crowd to the Morgue as the one that would have 
attended the Opera. In the meantime, at Innsbruck, 
where I Hved in retirement under a false name, I 
made the acquaintance of an old nun belonging to 
the celebrated congregation that dwells in that 
town. To her I confided the history of my life. 
My secret was safe with her, and she proposed to 
take Angiolina into the convent, adding that perhaps 
it would be better for the child and for myself to 
bring the girl up in complete ignorance of her 
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origin. Angiolina does not know that I am her 
ipother, and, owing to my profession, I soon noticed 
that my visits to the convent were not alwa}n9 
welcome to the kind nuns. Post-cards and magazines 
have made my features universally fetmiliar. So, in 
the interests of Angiolina, I stopped my frequent 
calls. Soon afterwards, I left Innsbruck for Munich 
and London; then returned to Paris, and finally 
settled in Areina. 

" Occasionally I paid a flying visit to the Innsbruck 
nunsay To Angiolina's fancy, I was a fairy, a being 
sent fix>m some ethereal regions, and who came 
laden with flowers and trinkets. My beautiful little 
girl developed in sweetness and learning — ^Latin, 
Greek, the lore of ages, kindled in her the love of 
art and beauty. So proud were the nuns of their 
pupil that Angiolina became their favourite, and 
they revelled in the fact that she possessed a voice 
extraordinary for its clearness and strength. She 
entered her teens, and at that moment I met Prince 
Joachim. He loved me, and every other dream gave 
place to the dream of his £su)e, and a passionate 
yearning for his presence. My daughter was left 
almost completely to the care of .the nuns. Once 
or twice they wrote letters containing disturbing 
hints about her temperament, but I put them 
aside. Joachim ! Joachim ! to thee I sacrificed the 
child of my youth, my Angiolina — to thee ! " 

lina Marina crossed the room with a despairing 
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gesture, and dramatically beat her head against the 
wall. She continued — 

" Vainly the nuns told me that the god of art, the 
god implacable as the god of love, had begun to 
torment Angiolina, that she slept badly and rarely 
smiled, that both night and day she continually 
found excuses to be alone in the convent chapel, 
where she would run her fingers along the chords of 
the organ, and fill the place with the tempestuous 
torrents of her liquid voice. Oh, that voice \ — 
strange, celestial and hellish at the same time ; like 
her eyes — that voice as wide and deep as the 
Guadalquivir, as crystal as the sunlit snow on the 
Sierras, as sparkling as the gold and the steel of 
Toledo spears — that voice into whose swelling 
splendour mine disappears even as the river dis- 
appears, swallowed up by the surge of the ocean — 
that voice shook the old convent to its huge founda- 
tions. Out of their cells at night the younger nuns 
trooped, and out of their beds the girls crept, and 
stealthily followed the beautiful: summons, while in 
their souls the past and the future rose and mur- 
mured, 'Life is strong — leave this place where 
quiet and prayer have chained ye, and kept ye &r 
from the beauty and loveliness of life.' Finally, 
Angiolina's voice, her ways, her looks proved so 
disturbing to the kind nuns, that they asked me to 
take the child away fi:om Innsbruck. Angiolina 
was desperate at leaving the convent. I inspired 
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her with admiration and awe, but there was not one 
spark of affection for me in her heart, and my own 
maternal instincts were blotted out by the almost 
heathenish adoration I lavished upon Joachim. I 
could not keep on grinding away at this or that 
arrangement for her welfare, and I had to keep her 
out of the Prince's way. The Prince's implicit con- 
fidence in me forced me to see as little of my child 
as possible. Angiolina lives in a boaiding-house, 
whose doors will soon be locked against her. She 
is learning to become an actress — ^like myself. The 
drama looks out from her eyes, though her education 
and tastes seem to rebel against it at present. 
The stage is a severe master if one wishes to 
succeed. Angiolina cannot bring herself to 
associate with any of the companions she meets at 
the theatre. She practises the rules for deportment 
taught by the nuns. In the cloister she showed 
herself worthy of her mother, the actress, and her 
father, the Spanish toreador; on the stage, her 
manners, likes and dislikes are those of a demure 
cloister-girl ! " 

" I guessed as much, Signora Marina," answered I. 
'* You cannot force the lovely Signorina into a career 
the outward formalities of which are hateful to 
her." 

Lina Marina sighed, and, recurring again to her 
own grief, held her head between her trembling 
palms, and murmured, " Oh, Joachim — Joachim 
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beloved! What shall I do? How shall I survive 
the blow ! " 

" Signora Marina," said I, with a calmness of atti- 
tude and even modulation of voice that made her 
start apprehensively, *'I see but one way out of 
your present difficulties and, may I add, your 
present sorrow. Up to the present I have been so 
unfortunate as not to coincide with your wishes and 
aims. But, as matters stand, you must marry the 
Prince ! " 

Now, any man but Doctor Schulte would have 
handled the subject more felicitously, but Doctor 
Schulte, one of Nietzsche's best pupils, was well 
aware that Signora Lina Marina had sunk to that 
abyss of despair whence only a shock could rescue 
her. This vigorous counter-attack sent her into a 
fit of hysterical laughter. I make it a rule not to 
undervalue my individuality, and the admirable 
eflfect of my tactics in this instance absorbed my 
attention for the moment and prevented me for some 
time from making any attempt to quiet her. 

Finally I said in, if possible, a still more con- 
trolled voice: "You must marry Prince Joachim, 
Now, please, put your kerchief down, look into my 
eyes, touch my pulse, and you will find that I am as 
perfectly in my senses as when I enter the Emperor's 
bedroom before he rises in the morning — ^a familiar 
habit which his approaching marriage is likely to 
force me to drop. Listen, Signora Marina. I have 
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stepped between Prince Joachim and his true love. 
I admit he loves you truly — fools always do love 
with honest sincerity — ^but I wished to win you for 
myself and to marry you." (Even in this extremity, 
with her dilated eyes fixed upon mine, like those of 
a drowning wretch hypnotized by the swaying bit 
of rope he is futilely trying to grasp, I saw the 
woman's body shudder from head to foot, and care- 
fully I noted to what an extent she loathed me. Yet 
no idea of revenge could interfere with my plan to 
deliver Angiolina from her mother's influence, and 
later to secure her sympathy — in my favour, Hen 
entendu,) 

" Signora Marina," I went on, " your daughter is 
a thousand times more attractive, more beautiful, 
more wonderful than yourself, and although I owe it 
to gallantry to own you resemble her, it is as the 
pebble resembles the diamond when the same sun- 
beam fells on both. But take up the diamond — then 
take up the pebble ! " 

Lina Marina appeared not to notice my quip. 
" What about the Prince ? " she inquired. 

Ah ! brother, these Italian donnas are really as 
fiery as the wine drawn from the vines that grow 
under their volcanoes. Love bums their blood even 
as the lava burns the earth. Obviously she thought 
little of her daughter, and either did not recognize 
or care for the peril to Angiolina involved in my 
sudden and eloquent infatuation. 
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" And Joachim ? " she asked hurriedly. 

"You shall marry Joachim," I replied. "I can 
unravel the complicated threads of intrigue, for they 
were woven by me alone. I am skilful enough not 
to incur the wrath of Queen Ortrude, and shall 
soothe her indignant fury when the betrothal of her 
daughter is broken off — by me." 

" Oh ! quickly — quickly ! do it quickly, dear, dear 
Doctor Schulte ! " and she touched my arm implor- 
ingly, an action that her will and her prudence had 
always prevented her ardent temperament from 
achieving befoi*e. '* Dear, dear Doctor Schulte ! *' 

" Dear me no dears," answered I, " and do me the 
honour of being certain that I never act but in my 
own interests, urged on by my personal instincts and 
desires." 

" But you are kind " 

"I am a villain, Signora lina — and quite dis- 
tressed when fix)m time to time I am obliged 
temporarily to suppress my real character. Pooh ! 
it is the lack of imagination that makes fools and 
virtuous-minded people. And yet the lack of im- 
agination renders me cruel. Now, when I perceived 
your Angiolina here, my imagination stole me away 
from this gorgeous chamber, and took me to the 
places I had visited with admiration — Sorrento, a 
small island on the Bosphorus, Madeira, an old 
mansion by a Scotch lake — and I pictured to my- 
self the bliss I could taste if left alone in one of 

G 2 
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these paradises with your Angiolina. In a word, 
Signora, I am over head and ears in love with your 
daughter, and my intention is to marry her." 

Lina Marina turned on me eyes as dry and hard 
as a stone-quarry, and, unwitting of the danger she 
incurred, exclaimed with scorn and indignation, 
" You ! You ! You marry my daughter ! Marry 
my beautiful, my darling Angiolina ! " The woman 
seemed ready to tear me asunder. Orpheus-like I 
fled before the wrath of the bacchante, and took 
refiige behind the divan, while some of my sympathy 
and esteem was regained by the Signora as she said 
slowly, "I would rather never set eyes on Prince 
Joachim again than sacrifice my child." 

Mine is a virtue-shunning presence, I admit, and 
the struggle in the mother's soul had been a short 
and decisive one in favour of her better sentiments. 
I broke the deep silence which followed by saying, 
" Good-bye. I must call on the Princess Olivia of 
Sinigaglia, and hear when Her Royal Highness will 
be ready to receive the official visit of her^?wj^." 

With a short cry of pain, Lina Marina sprang to 
the door, and said, " No, no ! you shall not leave this 
room till you promise to undo Prince Joachim's 
betrothal — since you declare you can break oflF the 
hateful match." Her eyes were now filled with 
tears. 

" Madam," I said, " it is in your power not only to 
separate Prince Joachim from the Princess Olivia, 
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but also to become his wife. I work for my love-^ 
save yours, if you will. Promise me not to thwart 
me in my endeavqurs to win Angiolina, and the 
Prince shall be here this very evening, suing for 
pardon." 

" But," said the hesitating mother, " but Angiolina 
would not have you — even if I admitted the possi- 
bility. Angiolina's dreams " 

" Give me my opportunity, and I will dissipate her 
dreams." 

" But it is dreadful ; it is abominable," said the 
tortured woman. " She might be your — ^your own 
granddaughter. You are over sixty." 

"But I have *a heart unwrinkled,' as Victor 
Hugo would have said," I answered. "Yet why 
should I discuss with you a matter which your refusal 
has settled ? Adieu, Signora." 

"Do not go," she said imploringly. "Tell me 
what I can do. How could I order Angiolina to be- 
come your wife, when I have never claimed to be 
more than simply the child's friend ? She believed 
me to be a distant relative of her mother. She is 
astute and clever, and would not only refuse, but 
openly accuse me of trying to make her miserable. 
She would fly back to the convent." 

" But, dear Signora, you speak as if I wanted to 
gain your daughter's hand — and her affections — ^by 
force. Your receptive faculties are dulled by your 
eagerness to free Prince Joachim. I shall not curtail 
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the young girFs prospects, nor, at present, her 
liberty. My desires do not necessitate the destruc- 
tion of her future. I shall not even mention them 
to the Signorina at this time ; provided she is put 
in my charge I shall take good care not to offend 
her!" 

" I do not understand," said Lina Marina. 

" You have simply to tell Angiolina that I am her 
guardian, the man to whom she must look for pro- 
tection. The Queen of Sinigaglia is in search of a 
young lectrice and companion for her daughters, who 
are tired of their monotonous Court ladies, and I will 
send Angiolina off to Estaia for a year or two, and 
show her as much kindness as possible, even that of 
sparing her my presence. You say she is whimsical, 
— I shall be equal to the occasion. Leave her to 
me, or, rather, leave her to Queen Ortrude, who is a 
perfect mother and an ideal queen — Her Majesty's 
protection should be worth as much as that of an 
impresario. After an interval of a year or two, the 
Signorina will be free to depart from Estaia — ^then I 
shall proffer my suit, and if she refuses me, so much 
the worse for Doctor Schulte.*' 

Swayed by conflicting sentiments, Lina Marina 
hkd listened with strained faculties. I could feel 
that she was ransacking her conscience to find fault 
with her appreciation, of my offer. 

" And shall I be able to see my daughter during 
her stay at Court ? " 
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" Well, yes, I suppose if you go to Estaia. She 
must take the position — if at all — very soon, at the 
beginning of next week, as the Queen and the 
Princess are about to leave." 

"And Prince Joachim?" she asked timidly, 
ashamed to reveal that her thoughts always reverted 
to the same subject. 

"Prince Joachim — ^your future husband? Well, 
he will spend this evening by the side, and let us 
hope at the feet, of his wife — ^his morganatic spouse 
to be. Mind this — you will be morganatic." 

She tossed her head impatiently. - " And what 
care I whether morganatic or not, provided Joachim 
is with me, provided Joachim loves me ? '* 

Brother, why should I linger over my triumph ? 
Angiolina is at present in the Imperial Palace with 
Queen Ortrude's daughter. The Queen revels in 
the hope that the Emperor Leone will marry her 
Olivia, and she has forgiven Prince Joachim to 
the extent of receiving Lina Marina kindly, who is 
thus able to keep in touch with the welfare of her 
child. 

You look down upon me from the heights of 
perfection I Indeed, you might easily become that 
most abominable of human monstrosities, a Perfect 
Man, were it not for the secret aflfection which still 
binds you to me. But my settled intention to 
develop more and more into what you would term a 
moral minotaur will always prevent you from being 
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either perfect, or ev^ happy and wholly sincere in 
your brotherly attachment. 

W. SCHULTE. 



Princess Johanna of Sinigaglia to Mr. John 
Grey. 
Dear Mr. Grey, 

When will the long-awaited moment come ? 
Yesterday, at dusk, I leaned out of my balcony and 
saw you walking in the garden. And suddenly I said 
to myself, " Perhaps, after all, the hour we have tried 
to summon is here at last, and, all unwitting of the 
sacred rite, we shall make a silent exchange of our 
souls." Oh, how glorious and blessed I shall feel 
when in this terre d terre^ commonplace mind of mine 
your spirit shall dwell, if only for a few short seconds ! 
My father knows nothing of this, nor my sister 
either, though I am afraid I have said something 
while asleep in the big arm-chair of the conservatory 
this morning. Wilhelma is frightened. You see, 
princesses are kept aloof from the great, as well as 
the small, emotions of life, and every effort is made 
to make them as selfish as the rain goddess of 
antiquity to whom most of them love to be compared. 
In fact, we could not tolerate the Court lies and 
Court hypocrisy, wear unconcerned faces, and forbear 
to mourn over our dead, and over our own heartaches, 
were we otherwise brought up. Maria Louisa of 
Austria, second wife of Napoleon I, loved nothing 
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but her canaries, a host of which she kept in a huge 
cage. This was before her marriage, and the young 
Archduchess's egotism had been fostered with such 
care that the only events that stirred her emotions 
depended on the canaries. When one of the birds 
died, the tiny corpse was hurriedly taken out of the 
cage and it was replaced before she found out ; and 
the Archduchess came to believe that her birds were 
immortal. So, when she heard of some death that 
had occurred in her family or in her entourage, she 
pointed to the yellow pets and said, "They are 
clever enoughinot to die," and shrugged her shoulders. 
Now, our illusions are like the canaries of that stupid, 
well-renowned dowdy, the Empress Maria Louisa, and 
though to this day her nephews and her own grand- 
children are ashamed of her foolish callousness, the 
education she received did not much differ &om ours. 
Princesses, when they get married, and are free, take 
to modem ideas, love pleasure and dress, and adopt 
the mc^nners of the aristocrats and the rich middle 
classes with whom they associate ; but it is almost 
impossible for them to adopt also the emotional 
habits of their new friends. We are taught not to 
hide our feelings, but to smother them at birth. 
Mine are like Hercules, who killed the serpents sent 
to devour him. And to you, dear Doctor Grey, is 
Hercules indebted for the friendly grasp that roused 
him out of his perilous slumbers. 

Our dinner-party yesterday was the scene of a 
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series of terrific blunders. Every one present, except 
the Prime Minister, seemed to believe that my sister 
Olivia's betrothal to the Prince of Areineureich was 
to take place this afternoon, in Areina, and subtle 
congratulations came &om all sides. My &ther 
looked in distress at Wilhelma across the table, but 
Court etiquette forbids princesses giving their 
opinions or communicating news, so Wilhelma allowed 
the impression to remain uncorrected, till I simply 
said to my neighbour, but in an audible voice, 
" Prince Joachim of Areineureich is engaged to the 
jprima donna, Lina Marina." Had the dining-room 
panels flown in the faces of our guests, their surprise 
and embarrassment could not have been greater. 
Nervous coughs, and even one or two timid attempts 
at sneezing were conspicuous in the sudden silence. 
Then the Premier, delighted to show oflF, and to 
demonstrate that no disaster whatever could find him 
unprepared, launched into deep considerations con- 
cerning morganatic unions. The Prince Consort 
declared that Lina Marina was tr^ chic and very well 
bred, and that the Queen had been quite charmed to 
receive the ci-devant actress in her apartments at the 
Imperial palace. An outburst of admiration of Lina 
Marina's person and her talent followed. 

While all this was going on, I reflected on re-em- 
bodiment, and, clearer even than last week, when I 
had that never-to-be-forgotten vision, I remembered 
the Asiatic night in the desert, the smell of the 
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sunburnt sands, the cool rest in the oasis, at the time 

when I was a camel-driver. Who could have told 

then that the agile Arab would return to the earth 

as a princess ? Oh, thank you, thank you, dear Mr. 

Grey, for all the truth and beauty and new aims that 

you have brought into my insipid life. Sister 

Wilhelma will not mock me much longer, when she 

finds what an elevating thing is this ardent search 

after knowledge, for which you have brought into 

being in me so great a thirst. 

Johanna. 

Princess Georgina von Wildinqen to her 
Mother, the Duchess von Wildingen. 

T<w/rhrmk ScMoss. 

Dear kind Mother, 

It seems ages since you left Taarbruck, and 
I should much have preferred having no trousseau 
and no marriage festivities to being without you 
during these most momentous days of my life. 
Here we are, all by ourselves, in the dear, dark big 
Schloss, Anna Paulina and I, the bride-elect of the 
Emperor of Areineureich. The idea that I have 
injured my sister and deprived her of happiness is 
paramount with me. Believe me, mother, Anna 
Paulina loves Matthew — his image is graven on her 
heart. Love is a flower of such rapid growth that in 
the very first week she saw him the flower unfolded 
its petals, and now the frost has come. Anna 
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Paulina personifies the spirit of sacrifice. She seems 
content simply to be able to do something for the 
man from whom she expected to receive every kind 
of happiness. It seems poverty of language that the 
word " love " be made to express sentiments infinite 
and varied as the sea. Anna Paulina believes that 
I do not guess the depth of her tragedy. From the 
terrace where I was lounging this morning, I saw her 
steal to my room ; thinking she was not observed, she 
took up Matthew's portraits, one after the other, and 
gazed intently on the &ce she cannot succeed in 
banishing from her hea^, and then — she fell on her 
knees beside the table, and with uplifted hands and 
face, prayed as a martyred saint might pray before 
the Cross. When I entered the room, some twenty 
minutes afterwards, I found her apparently absorbed 
in reading Lenau's book of poems, but the paleness 
of her fingers, her burning temples, which I kissed 
softly, showed me plainly that the inner hurricane 
was scarcely subdued. Mother, how can 1 feel the 
same Qeorgina as before, with this, my sister's 
distress, on my conscience ? And Anna Paulina does 
not possess a reactive nature. All her dreams are 
cast into one mould. We had, then and there, a talk 
about poets. You told me that you wish to hear 
everjrthing we do and say during your absence, so I 
shall give you our conversation, as well as I can 
remember it. 

The first gust of autumn gales ran through the 
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woods and made the river's dashing wail louder. 
Yellow and purple heather now covers the mid spaces. 
The shadow of the Schloss turrets gets thicker every 
day and more chilly, as if the mysterious form that 
our feudal dwelling traces on sand and sward were 
inhabited by the spirit of the wind. How simple 
and white does my small sitting-room appear in con- 
trast with the crimson richness shed by the season 
over the foliage of the park ! In a fortnight I shall 
be far away, and have lofby apartments and all that 
rank and tradition and money can bestow. Shall I, 
then, regret my snowy chamber and these the last 
hours of my freedom at Taarbruck ? 

Anna Paulina loves poets — every poet, I believe, 
from the humblest to the loftiest, from the min- 
nesingers to the pure classical melody of Qoethe. 
Lenau is her especial favourite. 

I asked her, "Anna Paulina, don't you believe 
that every one of us would become a poet, if only we 
had the courage ? " 

" It is the silently endured pain that makes a poet 
at heart," said Anna Paulina. " And most of these 
are the mute poets whose poems will ever remain 
unsung. To them are the outspoken poems addressed. 
To them does a complete harmony between the soul 
and the universe appeal." 

"Nature also has her poets, Anna Paulina, and 
her painters. Look and listen. Look at the tints 
that run from branch to branch. Is not autumn the 
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finest and sweetest and most violent of painters, 
despite the fresh and enchanting diversity that 
drops from the brush of spring ? And what a poet 
is the wind ! " * 

" Yes," said Anna Paulina. " Yes, you are happy, 
Georgina, because you understand what others simply 
feel." 

" And don't you prefer feelings to comprehension, 
sister dear ? " 

Then, with almost a cry of protest, Anna Paulina 
rose, advanced to the closed window and, resting her 
forehead against the pane, said, "I would prefer 
anything, even the unknown tortures of hell, even 
those described by Dante, everything to the ever- 
present pang that feeling imposes on brain and 
nerves. Ah ! if I could only have been clever, or 
extremely foolish,'or unfeeling like a flint ! I would 
gladly lose every vital joy if also pain ! " 

The clamorous flight of the wind seemed to make 
response to her words. 

Then Anna Paulina suddenly became frightened 
at the half-revelations she had made, and with 
sweet and calm demeanour, and in smooth accents, 
she retracted her avowal "In fact," she said, "I 
am rather humiliated not to be a genius, or something 
of the kind — an artist like Frederic, or an inspired, 
weird being like that composer whom you admire, 
Qeorgina. Those people who live in a volcanic state 
make a quiet nature like mine quite jealous, and of 
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course I would gladly exchange what quiet, everyday 
sentiments I can boast of for their intellectual gifts." 

" But, Anna Paulina, their gifts are not intellec- 
tual; they simply feel — they fathom the ocean of 
feeling, of grief and despair. They make great 
havoc among the passions that come within their 
grasp." 

'*Qeorgina," said Anna Paulina, with quiet force. 
"Georgina, I implore you, do not enter the fiery 
labyrinth of their ways. You are to be the wife of 
a powerful sovereign, and at the same time the wife 
of a young man who loves you. The double task set 
before you is a very diflBcult one; as an empress 
you must rein in your thoughts, wear a mask of 
unwilling hypocrisy ; as a woman and a spouse you 
must remain playful, a child in manner and words. 
Which of these duties will you accomplish ? " 

" Both, or neither, Anna Paulina," answered I, and 
could not say one syllable more, as at that moment 
the shrill sound of a hunting horn rent the air, then 
a piercing scream which made our blood freeze, and 
almost immediately after, the jingle of spurs on the 
staircase was followed by the sound of heavy foot- 
steps. The door creaked on its hinges, and on the 
threshold Cousin Frederic, an apparition like a 
mediaeval hero, stopped short, his helmet glittering 
on his blonde hair. We could see he was in one of 
his most terrible fits, — a paroxysm which sent arrows 
of light through his bright blue eyes, and made his 
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pupils tremble like the water of streams under the 
sun's sharp noonday's gleam. The man whose praises 
Anna Paulina had sounded but a few minutes before 
stood behind him, trying in vain to precede him into 
the room. 

Frederic's hand played with the golden jewel- 
studded hilt of his big sword. " Avaunt ! " he said, in 
a stentorian voice. Three times he cried " Avaunt ! " 
— then proceeded, " Spirit of the Waters, thou shalt 
not have me yet. Even if I am doomed to die in thy 
arms, not yet shalt thou have the pure, the chivalrous 
king, brother of Lohengrin and of the divine Swan. 
Avaunt ! Thou hast traced my steps to this place. 
I saw thee arise out of the river, then, as I drew my 
sword, disappear, and from the bosom of the torrent 
thou hast risen now, and art here in front of me. 
And again I shall lift the hallowed sword whose 
point hath touched the Graal." 

You cannot imagine, mother dear, how really 
handsome and majestic and mystical Frederic looked 
as he pointed to the imaginary antagonist whom he 
addressed menacingly. 

" Avaunt, Spirit of the Waters," he cried again ; 
"the time hath not yet come when I must yield 
myself up to thee." To my shivering distress, he 
then said, pointing to me with his outstretched sword, 
" And she also, the Empress of a land as diverse as 
the cunning design of a mosaic; she also, she 
shall be thy paramour, thy victim and thy prey. 
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To thee, to the love of thy waves and thy shores her 
maturer years shall be given ; she shall scour thy 
moving plaims and converse with thy naiads and thy 
sirens, and then must she surrender to thee, and die 
amid the blue smile of thy summer splendour." 

I trembled, and tried to interrupt Frederic, while 
the train of officers and courtiers in the hall behind 
him urged the mysterious musician to action. And 
when at last, exhausted and breathless, the insane 
King fell on a chair, his retinue invaded the room, 
the musician opened the piano and the gorgeous 
strains of that music whose power over my nerves is 
so singular lulled Frederic's dire vision to sleep. . . . 
Oh, mother, what is this ? What is this that my 
own dreams and the haunting, spell-stricken voice of 
our dolorous kinsman announce ? 

Before twilight ended I was forced to unwilling 
laughter, and to draw a comparison between Hamlet 
and Frederic. 

Polonius-like, the Count of Harleben, his first 
chamberlain, glided with cautious dignity and gentle- 
ness to his master's side, and in the intervals which 
the torrential outpourings of the music did not fill, 
murmured, " Your Majesty is indeed a great dramatic 
actor. The Princesses almost believed that Your 
Majesty had that vision in earnest I The scene was 
admirably brought out Your Majesty acted it 
beautifallyl" 

''Did I?" asked the Eong, in a distrait, off-hand way. 
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Noting that Count Harleben's remark had been 
disregarded by the King, his groom-in-waiting also 
stepped forward and playfully declared, " Indeed, the 
Count is right, for Your Majesty's performance 
bordered on reality, and I began to be genuinely 
afraid of the Spirit of the Waters." 

" Hush ! " said the King, lifting his forefinger, 
*' else you may call the demon back." Then, turning 
to me, Frederic said, in grave and mournful accents : 
" Alas ! I have again had one of my fits, Qeorgina. 
I have seen the Livisible and heard things forbidden 
to human eara Is it my fault if the forms that lurk 
around us unseen and portentous are to my eyes as 
palpable as the curve of that pillared avenue whose 
depth is lost among the trees? Have you ever 
heard them, Qeorgina ? — the courtiers of madness — 
and of hell ? But 'tis not hell I am traversing, 'tis 
heaven," continued he, with growing exaltation. 
"Sounds, odours and colours combine in clashing 
union. My senses and my spirits overflow, and that 
man is the son of the Elements." He looked fondly 
at the musician, whose arms had Mien away fi'om 
the keys of the instrument. "He is the son of 
Minos, the king who reigns in the realms unearthly. 
He forces the winds and the storms and the waves, 
and the seasons, one by one, to dwell imprisoned in 
his soul and his hands. And he has turned the 
curse of his race into a blessing for me. My con- 
tempt of mankind strengthens my aspirations. 
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Georgina, can you deny that you resemble me, 

that you despise weakness and all the good that 

comes from weakness, and your own sister for not 

hating you and for having given up her lover to 

you?" . . . 

Mother, oh, how can Frederic know the truth 

about my feelings ? Mother, do come back ! I loathe 

mysel£ I loathe myself and the Emperor and my 

fate ! Do come back. 

Qeobgina. 

The Duchess of Wildingen to her Uncle, Prince 
Ethelbert of Areineureich. 

Dearest Uncle, 

I know not whether to condole with you, or 
to quarrel with you over the injustice, the traces of 
which seem to be found everywhere. It seems 
dreadful that you, dear uncle, the kindest of kinsmen, 
and the cleverest, should be doomed to call an actress 
your daughter-in-law (oh ! no, you must never call 
her any other name than " that creature ") you — 
who are the great benefactor of our &mily ! Qeorgina 
owes to you her bright prospects. I feel sure she 
will prove grateful. One secret I must tell you, a 
dark secret whose obscure menace looms behind the 
joyousness of the Imperial betrothal. Qeorgina is — 
No, I cannot write it ; but I see my troubles rise in 
hosts before me. Qeorgina is — Alas I you must have 
guessed the horrible, the all-pervading truth. But 

H 2 
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the aiFection my child bears you cannot be bounded 
by any form of ilhiess or egotism, and when those 
days in which the tedium istac oppresses her mind 
shall dawn upon her, to you will she come for help 
and succour. To you belongs the task of guiding 
and consoling the Empress of Areineureich. Your 
wife was my father's sister, a Wildingen to bone and 
fibre. Your son's marriage points to the fact that he, 
is worthy of our sad renown, and I hear that every 
Court in Europe blames Matthew and pities him, 
and predicts that my daughter will bring ill-luck on 
the Imperial House of Areina. And when a well- 
disposed person observes that Matthew loves 
Qeorgina, and that he is his own master (thank 
God !) every one says that the fickleness of a young 
man's heart is notorious in society, and that I would 
have been wiser to play the stoic and refuse him my 
daughter's hand. I need hardly tell you that spinster 
princesses and daughter-encumbered Royal High- 
nesses look down on me from the heights of indignant 
virtue. How unlikely that I should prefer fine 
phrases and tragic attitudes to our own interests ! 
And, besides, not one of my detractors would have 
credited me with the sacrifice. 

Qeorgina has ugly presentiments as to her future. 
By these and by many carefully hidden splinters in 
the facade of our bliss is the triumph of ascending a 
throne spoilt. , 

Fraulein Toplitz, a former maid who by personal 
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merits, discretion and devoted attention, has slowly 
risen to the rank of lectrice, and taught Georgina 
needlework, will follow her to Areina, and will never 
allow any one but you to discover the cause of our 
apprehensions. Also Fraulein Lili, a smart and 
pretty girl of about twenty-six, is appointed to wait 
on the Empress as the third or fourth Kammer-Frau. 
I hear the Empress of Areineureich is bound to 
have any number of Kammer-Frau, and when I 
remember that two of them sufficed to crush every 

pleasure in me ! But Georgina is so particular 

as regards hairdressing — another of her whims — 
and she also professes an exaggerated kind of remorse 
concerning Anna Paulina. Alas ! dear uncle, how 
useless a sentiment, and void of attraction, is 
remorse! — ^to sovereigns totally cumbersome. 

How are your collections thriving ? I envy 
Georgina, who will enjoy numerous occasions for 
calling on you. Anna Paulina's merits will soon be 
recompensed. We hear that the eldest son of the 
King of Prestoli is rather smitten with her face as 
seen in a photograph in which she leans gleefully on 
Matthew's arm. I ordered all those photographs to 
be destroyed, but in this case disobedience has proved 
a benefit to us. 

Your devoted Niece. 
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Queen Obtrude of Sinigaglia to Doctor 

SCHULTE. 

Styria, 

Emperor Leone spent the evening with us. Olivia 
was ill-humoured, and did not show off in the least. 

Ortrude. 

Queen Ortrude of Sinigaglu to her Husband, 
THE Prince Consort. 

Dear heart, I do long to see you soon again. And 
I wish I could return to Estaia with some good re- 
sult accomplished. Who is John Qrey ? Angiolina, 
the girl whom Doctor Schulte recommended, is quite 
up to my ideas of a modest young lectrice. She 
speaks Italian and English, and has tried to draw out 
the Emperor as to his matrimonial views and in- 
tentions. I trust they axe in ** sweet harmony " with 
ours. Much love. Au revoir. Keep a good eye on 
the girls. I hear eveiy one complaining of the way 
in which young princesses are influenced by modem 
ideas. I call the state of things the Secularisation 

of thrones. A b-ientdt. 

Ortrude, 

Princess Olivia of Sinigaglia to her Sister, 
Princess Wilhelma. 

Hurrah I Hip, hip, hurrah ! Set all the candelabra 
in the palace ablaze, and light for me ten candles 
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before the image of the Madonna. The Emperor 
won't have ma He is in love with two women 
instead of me : the dark woman, an Italian beauty, 
talks politics ; the blonde peril is a Spaniard, the 
daughter of a grandee, with hair copper-tinted as 
that of the Goths her ancestors. One of these two 
he has decided to wed. I even believe he is secretly 
betrothed to one of them, and in his quiet, melancholy 
way he chuckles d^avance over the discomfiture of 
eligible princesses who looked down upon him from 
the heights of penniless Schlosses and dire JEben- 
hiirtigkeit. Mother is filled with fury and astonish- 
ment, rails against the lovely Styrian landscape, in- 
sults mountains, fir-trees and torrents. She forbids 
Angiolina to read high-flown novels to me. Wilhelma, 
there are women who elope. — Now, what must a 
woman who elopes feel ? Angiolina told me she saw 
one, a real live one, who stayed three days in the 
convent at Innsbruck. She actually talked to her. 
Why does not mother encourage us to interest our- 
selves in some other form of human emotion than the 
requests and the gratitude of the poor ? 

And you should have seen lina Marina ! Oh, 
Wilhelma ! No wonder that Prince Joachim pre- 
ferred her to me 1 And what a sad, sad diflference 
between the dowdiness of a well-brought-up Princess 
— I suppose we are well brought up ? — and the clever, 
pathetic beauty of those women whom mother calls 
" creatures," as if to bear the name of the Fabricant 
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who has made us means an insult. The perfume 
that heralded the approach of Lina Marina travelled 
miles ahead of her. And her curtsey ! She dropped 
her head till her powdered chin rested on the middle 
of her bosom, till the striking whiteness of her neck 
was visible under her glossy curls. Oh, those 
curls ! — ^black mirrors, entangled jet-work I should 
call them, — and the nails of her jewelled fingers 
shone, and every one of her teeth was a dazzling 
white pebble, and she spoke with such meek humility 
and her body followed every suggestion her voice 
chose to make ! And, though she wore a long, heavy, 
trailing dress of velvet, I saw, I actually saw the 
muscles of her legs moving in a subtle manner, like 
those of an Arabian horse. She is somehow related 
to Angiolina, or her firiend — ^but I do not think the 
girl cares much for her. 

Lina Marina is to be married to Prince Joachim at 
one of his country places not far from Areina, where 
they will continue to live in the Prince's own palace, 
the handsomest among the dwellings of the Imperial 
family. Lina Marina will not be treated as the 
Prince's legitimate wife, nor preside at his table, nor 
go out with him when the footman wears his livery, 
nor appear in public with him, except in the houses 
of such fiiends as choose to associate with them. 
Officially) the Prince remains a bachelor, but it is 
said the woman loves him truly, and does not lift a 
finger to better the conditions of the bizarre union. 
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Talking of morganatic marriages, after all, is not 
fitther, though a real prince, a kind of morganatic 
sovereign ? 

Lina Marina looks active, though she can order her 
expression away on expeditions into dreamland. She 
speaks highly of Doctor Schulte. Who does not ? 
Yet who thinks of him in the same way ? 

Angiolina dresses her hair in a beautiful. Botticelli- 
like fashion : her wavy landeavx are well suited to her 
long eyelashes. Her fancy is never at rest. She will 
amuse you, though I am afraid the girl will not 
suit Johanna. The line will be drawn between them 
that separates Quaker from artist. Adieu, sister. I 
must go and wait affectionately on poor mother's 

disappointment ! 

Olivia. 

Akgiouna del Mabto to DocTOB Schulte. 

8tyria, 

Deab Dootob, 

I am very happy with the Princess, and the 
Queen is very kind indeed. I assure you that I need 
nothing, and, though very grateful for your interest 
in all that concerns my welfiure, I hasten to tell you 
how much I regret not to be able to oblige you. I 
am morally short-sighted, and no eavesdropper, and 
there is every chance that the greatest events might 
take place in my presence without my paying, or 
choosing to pay, any attention to them. Minor 
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things, such as my personal appreciation of people 

and snrroandings, I am most willing to communicate. 

With ever-renewed thanks, 

Angiouna. 

Queen Obtrude of Sinigaglia to Doctor 

SCHULTB. 

Styria. 

From the armory of Court intrigues, the weapons 
you choose are the most dazzling, but not the sharpest. 
You could not be aware of the Emperor's in£eituation 
for a foreign countess, and this I may forgive. But 
that &lsehood about Olivia's photograph ! I wonder 
whether you are not conscious of the certitude of 
being despised. Only your small acts of kindness to 
such of my subjects as I have recommended to you 
prevents me from forbidding you access to our Court 
for ever. 

Ortrude. 

Doctor Schulte to the Queen of Sinigaglia. 

Areina, 

Madam and most enlightened Queen, 

The Emperor of M. is too aged and too 
much of an invalid, and Princess Olivia cannot be 
expected to consent to the proposal made to me 
yesterday by His Majesty's own Ambassador. Have 
I been rash and bold ? I have answered the 
Ambassador's letter in cold terms — ^almost a refusal 
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I enclose the letter of His Excellency, couched in 
terms whose veiled diplomacy Your Majesty will 
easily penetrate. Your Majesty will note how 
anxious the Ambassador is as regards his endeavours 
to secure the hand of the young and adorable 
Princess who might be such a lovely Empress, if 
only the Emperor were not old enough to look her 
own grandfather. . . . 

Doctor Schulte to his Brother, Gaspard Sohulte, 
Country Doctor in Schlessen (Silesia). 

Dear Brother, 

Deny it as you will, my indomitable villainy 
amuses and interests you, and you are keen to know 
how I have drawn Prince Joachim out of the noose 
and into it again — though this time the yoke is 
not surmounted by a Royal Crown. 

In the first place, Prince Joachim was crazy 
about Lina Marina, and much disinclined to espouse 
the Princess of Sinigaglia. In the* second instance, 
he is over head and ears in debt, and daily assailed 
by an army of creditors whose angry voices ring loud 
under the high roof of his palace. So when the 
Emperor promised to pay these debts if he renounced 
Lina Marina and married Princess Olivia, x>oor 
Joachim's love fell into the pit of greed that lies 
under Fortune's wheel. For a Ifirge sum of money 
he sold his love, and I bought back his love by 
offering to lend him a sum even larger. So Joachim 
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puffed away his cousin's and his fitther's offers, and 
— accepted mine ; returned to his old love, and is now 
a happy, light-hearted Prince, ay, almost as light- 
hearted as light-brained. 

Now to number two : Queen Ortrude is a perilous 
woman-potentate, and you should have read the 
letter she wrote to me when she found that the 
proposal of Emperor Leone was fiction. Any other 
but Doctor Schulte would have trembled on reading 
that stately epistle. But Doctor Schulte paid not 
the slightest attention to the Royal denunciation, and 
the very same day sent the Queen a letter he had 
received from the Ambassador of M. The letter 
is worded in terms meant to convince the Queen 
that the Ambassador is starting a matrimonial cam- 
paign in his master's behalf, and wants one of the 
Princesses of Sinigaglia to become the wife of his 
sovereign. I herewith enclose a copy of the letter 
to you. 

Your devoted brother, 

Schulte. 

(Enclosure) 

Dear Doctor, 

The Emperor is most anxious to secure 

your services in this matter. His Majesty says, in 

his own elegant French, ElUf et pas cPautre. So do 

your utmost. I know my request is safe with you. 

Mh, et pas cPaiUre, 

Louis Ludwookb. 
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"She, and no other/' is the translation of the 
Emperor's French injunction. Only, by die he 
means a splendid racing mare. The horse belongs 
to the Prince of Areineureich, to this very same 
Prince Joachim, who is awfully proud of the bruta 
And the Emperor has set his heart on getting her. 
The Queen of Sinigaglia, blinded by motherly 
affection, will mistake the mare for her daughter, and 
thus a respite is procured, which I shall make good 
use of by trying in reality to persuade the old Em- 
peror that the Princess Olivia is a fit match for him. 
I shall go in January to Estaia, because I must begin 
to impress on Angiolina the &ct that she is dear and 
necessary to me. What will Court life develop in 
that strange, clever, bewitching and bewildering 
girl? 

Georgina von Wildinqen to Fhaulein Toplitz. 

Taarhruck. 
I am SO horribly sad, my dear Fraulein ! It would 
require the breadth of the sea to separate me fix)m 
my troubles, although I know no reason for this 
wave of despondency. Yet how many among the 
highest and most lovely maidens in Europe must 
envy the bride-elect of Emperor Matthew 1 And the 
Emperor is so kind to me. In a week I shall be his 
wife. I am not frightened, but awed by the coinci- 
dence — ^is it a coincidence only? — that the pro- 
gramme of the festivities which are to take place at 
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our marriage include my arrival on the river in a 
flower-crowned boat. My dream still haunts me. . . . 
The Emperor is here, with some of his gentlemen ; 
one of them, Count Satali, I have seen before — ^in 
that terrible dream. He is dark, with light grey 
eyes, and is very talL The costumes worn by the 
Emperor's train are magnificent — half-Asiatic in 
goigeousness — and forcibly remind me of what we 
read about the luxury displayed by the Poles and 
their kings. 

Anna Paulina is being hurried off to the altar. 
Her future husband, the King of Prestoli, is plain and 
slow — much older than my poor sister, who accepts 
the match with meek compliance, and has never 
raised her tear-stained eyes to the King's &ce, or she 
would recoil. ... I cannot remove the weight of her 
destiny from my shoulders. 

I hear that in the Imperial Palace at Areina, just 
beneath the apartments that are being furnished for 
me, an empty coffin is to be seen, a gaping jaw of 
darkness, between tall lights. I am very tired, I 
receive daily twelve or fourteen deputations from the 
different provinces and towns of the Empire. The 
men are ushered in ; they bow low, I extend my 
hand, which they kiss. And I must not say one 
single word to them. They are not of a rank that 
entitles them to hear the sound of my august voice, 
and the honour of seeing me breathe must suffice. 

I am afraid life in Areina will be dull But 
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Matthew loves me — that is a comfort ; and the &ct 
that Lina Marina, the actress who is now the mor- 
ganatic wife of Prince Joachim, is the best horse- 
woman in Europe. Also it is a joy to think* of 
seeing you whenever I am at liberty to do as I 

please, 

Geobgina. 

PS. — Anna Paulina is so much of a princess that 
she cannot muster a tithe of indignation against her 
fate ! ' 

Princess Wilhelma op Siniqaglia to her Sister, 
Princess Olivia. 

Dear Ouvu, 

I am rather nervous as regards this heavenly 
intercourse between Johanna and John Grey. Do 
you think Angiolina may create some diversion? 
Of course, Johanna does not behave otherwise than 
should any other princess of royal blood — and yet 
— ^and yet, I do not feel happy about the situa- 
tion. Somehow, I rely on Angiolina. The town is 
preparing to give mother a fine reception on her 
return. 

John Qrey'^o the Princess Johanna op 

SiNIQAQLU. 

Madam, 

The Ineffable, the Illimitable, the Uncon- 
querable, the Inimitable be with you. For this 
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glorious and long-looked-for exchange of souls 
between myself and Your Royal Highness we must 
wait a few weeks longer. I am not yet prepared for 
the high bliss which may only be mine for one short 
minute. I needs must wait and pray. 

John Grey. 

The Duchess von Wildingen to the Prince 
Joachim of Areineureich. 

My dear Nephew, 

A thousand times I thank you for your 
kind information ; but are you ignorant of the law 
which orders me to remain uninformed of a fact 
obnoxious to Royalty, — uninformed, even if the 
news be trumpeted in my ears ? So I congratulate 
you without venturing to say on what occasion. . . . 
Georgina's diamonds are the biggest I have seen, and 
her Court mantle, studded with sapphires and pearls, 
is absolutely dazzling. I hope she may prove a 
lovable and affectionate kinswoman to you. She is 
very fond of solitude and riding. 

Your affectionate Aunt. 

LiNA Marina, Countess of Mamorda, to Doctor 
Schultk 
Dear Doctor, 

My new title sits uncomfortably on me, 
like a parrot on a rose-bush. Will you do your 
utmost to secure a place for me in one of the 
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pavilions by the river ? I know I am not entitled 
to an official place, but I must be there, and watch 
the arrival of the lovely Princess. Prince Joachim 
says, "Doctor Schulte is the only man who can 
arrange that for you." 

LiNA. 



Anqiolina del Maeto to LiNA Maeina, 
Countess of Mamorda. 

Estaia. 

Dear Madam, 

May I congratulate you on your marriage 
and the title that has been bestowed upon you by 
His Majesty? Mamorda! the name sounds plea- 
santly to my memory, as I once took a long walk 
with the dear sisters of Lmsbruck, and our stroll led 
us to a place romantic indeed, the ruins of an old 
castle belonging to Prince Joachim, your august 
husband. Ivy and heather covered the abandoned 
stones of weather-beaten staircases, and from a 
shroud of ivy the turrets looked down upon us. Oh, 
Madam, how can I sufficiently thank Doctor Schulte 
for having brought me into touch with the Princesses 
of Sinigaglia, with the Court, with Estaia, and this 
country — a land of dreams where visionaries and 
poets must perforce exclaim, " Here we have reached 
the golden and radiant goal that minstrels seek ! " 
Oh, the blaze and the beauty I the breezes scattering 
sweet scents over temples and sea, the graceful forins 
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of hills whose harmomous curves must have been 
moulded by the feet of dancing Muses to the tunes 
of their brother, Apollo ! I have surrendered mjrself 
to the loveliness of the place. From the windows of 
my chamber in the Palace I can look upon waters 
illustrious both in lay and history. A sunny shrine, 
once dedicated to Diana, raises its columns against 
the sky. My thoughts carry me back ages, and I 
join Helena, Ulysses and Nausicaa singing on the 
sunlit shore. 

The spell of this country does not lie upon its 
rulers. The Princesses, the youngest excepted, do 
not care for the luminous glory cradled in the bosom 
of the Past They prefer modem enjoyments to art 
They enjoy tennis, riding, and talking over the 
events at other Courts. They are very nice to me, 
and quite struck by my tastes, though not offended, 
as were the dear sisters in Tyrol They try to feel 
and to comprehend; and the bleakness of the 
fictitious life they are obliged to lead sometimes 
makes them sigh, and envy even poor Angiolina. 
The reception which greeted the Queen and her 
daughter was pompous. I had never heard cannon 
before, and the shouts sounded terrific over the 
waters as we entered the harbour, escorted by the 
fleet. My nerves gave way. I felt as if an excess 
of joy and pain shook the air and took hold of my 
being. I trembled and collapsed, and had to be 
taken to a seat on the deck, while the Queen and 
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the Princess, all unmoved by the sounds, kept 
waving their kerchiefs to the crowd on shore, and 
smiling benignantly. 

The Prince Consort is of middle height, has 
neutral-tinted beard and eyes, is polite, and even 
kind in a sort of shifting and rapid way, as if the 
ground burned under his feet. He possesses a 
collective intelligence, something like what a 
dictionary composed of short explanations of big 
words might have, if the dictionary could speak. 
He looks " Amens '' when he does not say them. He 
is a living and perpetual approbation. His daughters 
love him. His wife awaits his eternal admiration 
with apparent timidity and fear, as if she were 
awaiting rebuke, and she declares, with an air of 
profound relief, "The Prince approves," "The 
Prince is charmed I" as if anything else were 
expected from him, and as if her conduct would 
change even if the Prince did not approve. 

Queen Ortrude is two years older than the Prince, 
but looks his senior by many more. Though her 
eyes and voice are still so wonderfully young, her 
pinched face and heavy, soldierly gait leap over the 
fifties. For adornment, or pleasure, or success of 
any sort as a queen she does not care. She does not 
take her person into any account. She adores her 
children and her subjects, every one of them, fix)m 
the street urchin to the Premier, and therefore 
shows no fevouritism. The only creature whom she 
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treats with special attention, outside her kingdom 
and her family circle, is Doctor Schulte, because he 
has succeeded in convincing her that with him lies 
the possibility of getting monarchs to marry the 
Princesses. Princess Wilhelma is by &r the 
prettiest and cleverest of the three. There are 
moments when one might take her for an odalisque^ 
but she is kept straight in limb and features by 
education. Instruction the girls have none, or next 
to none. Princess Johanna has inherited her 
mother's heaviness, and is theologically inclined 
She is becoming involved in soul intricacies, and 
firmly believes that the gates of the Infinite are 
more likely to open before the sesame of Her Royal 
Highness the Princess of Sinigaglia than at the 
request of some more humble conqueror. I sym- 
pathize with her sisters, while to Princess Johanna I 
am never able to show any warmth. She withers 
me with a breath. Princess Olivia is romanesque^ 
devoid of ambition but full of vanity. 

Shall I describe one of my daily programmes to 
you, dear Madam? Since you are so good as to 
inquire about my life and doings here, I am sending 
you all my feelings and impressions in a bundle. I 
am an early riser, and I run by myself along one of 
the many paths that lead out of the Royal park, 
while the sounds of the morning bugles echo through 
the town. No haze, no cloud to shadow sky or 
landscape. The perfect clearness, as that of a 
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pencilled drawing, reveals every motion, whether of 
sanctuary or tree. To the Diana temple I turn my 
footsteps. The temple lies in a wood of laurels in 
bloom. Upon the broken marble columns I sit for 
an hour of complete liberty. Yesterday, at the foot 
of the Diana temple, I met with an adventure. I 
had begun to sing that song you love, in which the 
&vourite composer of King Frederic has set forth all 
the strength of elementary joy and elementary 
combat. To me the contrast between the savagely 
intense strain of that modem giant — ^barbarian ruler 
of harmonies — and the classical perfection and 
reminiscences of the spot where I stood, was striking. 
And I thought to myself, "The giant is, perhaps, 
the son of the wild god Dionysios, the god whose 
works ferment like wine, while the breath of his 
rival, Apollo, alone stirs the laurel wood around me." 
As I sang, I became intoxicated as with a divine 
moment, and I invited the Sirens to emerge from 
their native brine and to sing fiercely by my side. 
And the foam curdled on the top of the waves, on 
the very spot where the primal beauty of Venus is 
said to have dazzled the sun. I sang — ^but suddenly 
I felt that a presence, as yet invisible, was listening 
to me. 

Then a man stepped out of the wood, making the 
branches rustle. He was young, and his finely 
chiselled features quivered responsively to my fancy. 
His emotions, whatever they might have been, 
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coincided with mine so far as to cause him to say the 
very thing I had felt but a few moments before : 
" Here Dionysios is burning away the cool purity of 
Diana's abode, and causing to tremble the sister of 
Apollo, who loves not passionate expression and 
yearnings/' 

The words were in excellent German, though I 
could see the stranger spoke the language only in 
deference to me, because I had used German in my 
song. Then he added in quick, liquid Italian, 
" Forgive me. You cannot be other than Italian." 

I shook my head. 

Then, in a matter-of-fect tone, " Are you not the 
new lectrice of their Royal Highnesses ? " I bowed 
my head in assent. 

" How is it I have not seen you with the Princess 
Johanna ? " asked he. 

" Oh, the Princess Johanna does not require my 
services," answered I. There was something so 
irresistibly cordial and yet gentle in the stranger s 
manner that I felt quite at my ease with him, 
and added, "The Princess Johanna does not like 
me. 

The young man muttered something incompre- 
hensible, in a tongue unknown, then said aloud, " I 
might have guessed as much." 

" Why should you divine that the Princess does 
not like me ? " I asked. " Do I, even at first sight, 
look unlovable and repelling ? " 
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He bent one of the flower-laden laurel branches 
towards me till the rosy blossom touched and filled 
my lap. " Allow me," said he, " to make a compari- 
son between you and these flowers. Their smell 
smacks of bitterness, and if you put your lips to the 
petals you would find the flavour of sea-salt rests on 
them. Dark are the glossy leaves that enshrine the 
flowers. Many prefer to them the ethereal and 
voluptuous smell of roses. The shadow that the 
laurel casts on the earth is slight as its form, and 
bowed heads alone, heads whose fervour and yearl- 
ing prevent them from towering high, can pass 
beneath the branches. As it is with the laurel and 
his flowers, so with you, sombre maiden. As the 
rose to the laurel is ofb preferred, and the odour of 
the laurel disliked and shunned, so the eyes that will 
look with love and ardour upon your dangerous eyes 
are limited and high-doomed." He spoke in tones 
prophetic, though familiar, and I was less intent 
upon his words than on the effort to discover where 
I had heard him before, and why this conversation 
between us brought the conviction of an event long 
foreseen. He drew the laurel branch back to its 
place again, but not before I had tasted the bitterness 
of the flowers. 

" Then you are going to spend the whole winter 
at the Court of Sinigaglia ? " said he. 

" And is this winter ? " asked I, pointing to the 
foam-crowned waves and the alabaster splendour of 
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the horizon, whose azure was turned to whiteness by 
the rising of the sua 

He seemed not to heed my remark, but continued, 
" You must be cautious, extremely cautious. Court 
life is naught but snares and pita Study the 
character of the Court people who surround you. Do 
not rely on the young Princesses, or their affection, 
however true and warm it may seem. They may 
care for you even so much as to feel that you have 
become indispensable, and yet give you up. The 
art taught to princes from the cradle is the art of 
giving every one and everything up but their position 
and their duties. Royal duty is not compatible with 
personal attachment or personal enjojrment." 

'' But Princess Olivia declares we shall never part, 
even when she marries ; and Princess Wilhelma ! 

" Nonsense ! you are naught but a foolish child," 
he interrupted. "Princess Olivia will soon get 
jealous of your good looks, and Princess Wilhelma of 
your cleverness. As to Princess Johanna, she has 
not travelled far enough into the Infinite to forget 
who she is. She has packed away her title and her 
rank and her wealth in a small valise out of sight, 
but the valise is ever at hand, ready to yield the 
hidden treasures. I see much trouble in store for 
you." He sighed. "I can neither help nor fore- 
warn suflSciently." His luminous eyes wandered 
over the sea. " I have known you but a few minutes," 
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said he, " and it seems that ages of friendship bind 
me to you." 

''Is it not singular?" answered L ''The same 
sort of feeling pervades me, or I should not have 
allowed you to talk in this way of my dear Princesses. 
Princess Olivia and Princess Wilhelma I mean. 
Princess Johanna—-" 

" Ha, ha ! Princess Johanna is not friendly, what 
you may call your bel ideal — I wonder whether you 
possess a bd ideal, after all ? " He laughed quietly. 

" I do not understand you," said I. 

He plucked one of the laurel flowers off, and threw 
it between my fingers. "There," said he, "take 
your emblem away with you — hard to win, dark and 
slight is the shadow of the laurel-tree. • • . And may 
I ask, if you are not Italian, what are you ? " 

I played with his curiosity. " An African, may- 
be ; an Egyptian '* 

" No Isis, and no savage," said he, and his eyes 
shone strangely fiithomless and warm. 

"I shall tell you what I am when next we 
meet." 

" Here, or at Court ? " he inquired. 

*'Do you go to the Court?" I asked, somehow 
surprised, as I had learnt that the rules of etiquette 
are very strict, and that very few persons were 
admitted into the circle presided over by the Queen 
and her daughters. Then I immediately made up 
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my mind that the unknown was the son of a foreign 
ambassador, or himself in the diplomatic service. 

**I see the young Princesses Wilhelma and 
Johanna from time to time, and the Prince Consort 
very often." 

This last statement threw me ofif the track. The 
Prince receives the diplomats only once or twice a 
year. . . . Then I rose to leave, as the Princesses 
generally desire my attendance at half-past eleven. 
The stranger bowed low, and touched my hand with 
an ungloved palm. "Adieu — ^good-bye,*' said he. 
" And remember — ^beware ! Put the laurel-blossom 
in your hair.*' 

Unconsciously I obeyed the somewhat imperious 
command, and, as he was very tall, he looked down 
on the coronal of tress and curl and smiled, sapng, 
" The flower is happy there, as the moon amidst dark 
wavea" 

As I re-entered the Palace gardens at the gate left 
open through my carelessness, I met the Princess 
Johanna. She held an immense bouquet of yellow 
roses in her hand, and looked less prim than usual ; 
but tb» glance she flashed haughtily at me fell like 
cold rain upon my soul, while I made the deep Court 
reverence which Princess Olivia had taught me. 
Princess Johanna did not deign to greet me other 
than by a frigid bow. I must have ofiended her in 
some way. 

We lunch at one o'clock Between half-past 
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eleven and the time when we go to dress for lunch I 
stay with the Princesses, look over the letters they 
receive, write at their dictation, sing to them, and 
try to teach them a lot of small and big things of 
which they are ignorant. In many respects they 
are as devoid of knowledge as a peasant girl, and 
most of the elementary instruction bestowed upon 
the young has been withheld from them. Princess 
Olivia is intelligent, Princess Wilhelma full of 
humour. It would require all the eloquence of Pitt 
and Mirabeau, together with the height of the 
Himalayas and the violence of the Maelstrom, taken 
as symbols, to give an idea of their naive and yet well- 
trained egotism, which lies in the inevitable 
certitude that the very best things that can be 
thought of were created and meant for them solely. 
Yet they do not lack a kind of natural goodness, and 
under the general title of " the Poor " they indulge 
another trait of their character : the love of showing 
off. Any act of benevolence which they perform 
must give birth to some anecdote and popularize 
them. The Queen is more human and humane than 
her daughters. In every small kindness bestowed 
upon me by the Princesses one may read the words, 
" See how kind we can be I Did you ever expect 
such great beings as we are to prove so obliging 
and so condescending?" And yet I adore them, 
and anything that might be said disparagingly 
or done to their disadvantage would grieve and 
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offepd me. They lack neither refinement nor noble 
instincta 

At luncheon the Prince Consort alone is very 
talkative, relates the novels he has read and de- 
scribes his drives. The equerries-in- waiting and the 
chamberlains, as well as the officer who is on guard, 
listen with rapt attention, as if every syllable that 
falls from the august lips means life or death 
to them. The Queen is absorbed, the Princesses 
exchange whispered jokes, often Johanna falls into a 
deep reverie. After luncheon I am free to spend 
an hour in my own apartment, but generally the 
Princesses Wilhelma and Olivia invade my privacy, 
wander about the chamber, open my albums and 
question me. They know little of the world at 
large, and are incredibly apart from the realities 
of life. At three we go out together, their Royal 
Highnesses and myself, in an enormous barouche 
¥rith red-liveried footmen and coachman, big black 
horses and purple harness. The flourish of trumpets, 
the salute of men-at-arms greet the state equipage 
as we leave the Palace court, and all along the 
streets the passers-by bow low and gaze after us in 
sympathy, reverence and wonderment, while the poor 
Princesses move their giddy heads to right and left, 
and smile and get dreadful headaches, till we reach 
the outskirts of the town. Then, with a sigh of relief 
and clapping of hands, they sink back on the cushions 
and chat. The marvellous and eloquent grandeur of 
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the landscape appeals to them, though not in the 
same way as to me. They love this country not 
because it is theirs, and glorious and beautiful, but 
because of the sundry incidents of their childhood, 
which are all-important to them. 

When we get home, the Princesses receive a few 
young girls belonging to the highest families of the 
land; and who have been their playmates long 
before their teens ; yet still there exists between the 
Royal maidens and their companions a kind of 
foolish constraint, often interrupted by titterings. 
Besides, the preoccupation of not bestowing more 
interest on one than on another spoils all games. 
On such occasions I sing or read some poems aloud. 
Few men are invited to the tea-parties of their 
Royal Highnesses. Among the privileged I may 
note Count Giulio, the young and good-looking 
captain who commands the royal guard; an old 
organist ; the Princesses' English teacher ; and, from 
time to time, one of the Cabinet Ministers, and an 
ambassador or two. 

I take my dinner alone in my own dining-room, 
because dinner is the only family gathering that the 
Royal fiwnily enjoy in strict privacy. I rather enjoy 
the solitary meal in the lofty wood-panelled chamber, 
the immense number of tall lackeys that glide like 
shadows around the table, gorgeously decorated with 
fine porcelain and gold plate ; all this in honour of 
poor little Angiolina del Marto, who sits there 
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crashed and silent, though awake to the splendour 
of her environment. Dish after dish comes in, is 
presented, then sent away, till I almost £bi11 asleep 
over the ceremony. 

In the evening I rarely even catch a glimpse of the 
Princesses. At first they asked me to go down to their 
apartments, but afterwards I heard that their Court 
ladies were beconxing jealous of the preference thus 
shown, and so they gave up my society. Queen 
Ortrude sometimes orders my attendance, as I write 
English, German and Italian better than any of her 
private secretaries, and important letters are left to 
my care. But this the secretaries must never know, 
else they would hate me, pry upon me, and end by 
playing me some ugly trick. The Princesses, when 
they cannot send for me or come up-stairs, write 
small notes, of course. Altogether, I am happy, and 
I hope you can say as much, dear Madam. The 
Queen often mentions you most kindly. 

Yours gratefully, 

Angiolina. 

The Princess Olivia to Signoeina Angiolina 

DEL Marto. 

Do not come down to tea, dear. We are to be 

a dull trio, my sisters and myself, waiting for the 

visit of the Premier, who cannot arrive before six. 

Where did you say you met Count Giulio this 

morning ? 

Olivia. 
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The Princess Johanna of Sinigagua to _th« 

SiGNORINA DEL MaRTO. 

Her Royal Highness the Princess Johanna of 
Sinigaglia would be grateful if the Signonna del 
Marto would leave off her morning visits to the 
temple of Diana by the sea. Her Royal Highness 
is at present making a sketch of the temple, and 
the fear of being disturbed spoils Her Royal 
Highness's mood. 

The Princess Wilhelma of Sinigaglia to the 

SiGNORINA DEL MaRTO. 

Dear Angiolina, 

I wish I could see you, but we are to do 

without you the whole of this afternoon, and I am so 

anxious to know who the handsome young man is 

whom you meet every morning on the steps of 

Diana's sanctuary. Mother's private secretaiy sayB 

he is, perhaps, a marine god. We must talk this 

affair over with Olivia and yourself in your room 

this evening. 

Wilhelma. 

Queen Ortrude of Sinigaglia to the Signorina 
DEL Marto. 

I should be very sorry to be obliged to chide you, 
my dear child, but you must not leave the Palace 
before noon for the future. 
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The Pbincess Johanna of Sinigaglia to Mil 
John Obey. 

Deab Mr. Qret, 

I shall not be able to attend your teachings 

by the sea this nioming. The Spanish-Italian 

wench with whom my mother and my sisters were 

so infjEituated but a few hours ago is giving them a 

world of trouble. You know how strict the Prince 

Consort and the Queen are as regards morals. I 

feel sure we shall get rid of the uncomfortable little 

stranger. Somehow her singing and her manners 

make me shiver. You believe in presentiments, don't 

you ? 

Johanna. 

John Grey to the Princess Johanna of 
Sinigaglia. 

I crave permission to wait upon Your Royal High- 
ness as soon as possible. 

John Grey. 

The Princess Johanna of Sinigaglia to John 
Grey. 

Alas ! dear Mr. Grey, I am utterly deprived of 

liberty for the moment. But write what you want to 

say. I love your letters. 

Johanna. 
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John Grey to the Princess Johanna of 

SiNIGAGLIA. 

Madam, 

I must leave Estaia this very evening, and 

I would say farewell to one who — ^but written words 

are weak ; besides, they dare not utter what alone 

my heart knows. Yes, I must leave ; we must part. 

Adieu. The radiant hours I have known on the 

shores of the Sinigaglian sea will be the one bright 

remembrance of a life whose aim lies in the Infinite. 

In deep and reverent and all-pervading gratitude 

adieu. 

John Grey. 

The Princess Johanna of Sinigaglia to the 
Princess Olivia. 

Olivia! Olivia! mother is with me lecturing, and 

I cannot go down to you, and I am half dazed with 

grief. John Grey is sailing this evening. See him ; 

keep him back from the boat ! Save me, my sister, 

save me ! I love him. 

Johanna. 

John Grey to the Princess Johanna of 
Sinigaglia. 
Madam, 

The Princess Olivia has ordered me to stay, 
and perforce I obey. But there are people at your 
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Court whose hatred and power I must avoid. To- 
morrow I shall reveal the truth to Your Royal 
Highness. 

John Grey to the Signomna Angiouna del 
Marto. 

To-morrow, before dawn, near the Sphinx whose 

hands play with the waves. With joy do I obey the 

sweet summons. 

John Grey. 



Angiolina del Marto to Lina Marina, 
Countess op Mamorda. 

Dear Madam, 

It is more than two months since I have 
written, and your kind and numerous letters have 
remained unanswered otherwise than by short 
telegrams to say that I am in good health. Yes, 
I plead guilty. I must seem ungrateful. Perhaps, 
too, you may have guessed the truth — the terrible, 
the delightful and perilous truth. I loved. . . . And 
now, oh madame, I am the most unhappy maid alive, 
and around my idyll are grouped so many diflSculties, 
nay, even dangers, that I scarcely dare send this 
letter by post. My maid will take it to the boat, — 
the Italian maid for whose good offices and devoted 
care I am indebted to you. 

John Grey ! Did I ever tell you that the young 
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man whom I met in Diana's temple is called John 
Grey, and belongs to the Anglo-Saxon race? He 
was bom in America, but his parents were English. 
Never had I supposed that his supematurally 
bright eyes could read so far into my heart, that his 
words, meant to open the world of faith and miracles 
to me, would reveal the one sweet teaching life can 
hold. All my being vibrates with the storm and 
melody of a great passion. To him my thoughts and 
my dreams are translucent as gates of crystal. He 
loves me ! Slowly and radiantly have the buds that 
sprang up in the wilderness of my soul burst into 
flower. But I must leave the present, and relate how 
the fiery events that are now taking place originated. 
After that first meeting near the laurel wood, I 
wandered every morning through the same paths, 
and every morning at the same place I found John 
Qrey, and every morning, also, the Princess Johanna 
of Sinigaglia passed me at the garden-gates, with 
that same imperious and disdainful gaze. I after- 
wards learnt that she, too, went to meet John Qrey 
in the temple. But I must not forestall facts that 
succeeded each other with almost giddying rapidity, 
till they have brought me to the crisis that you shall 
read revealed. So far, though I have been weighted 
down with suffering, my courage has not been 
daunted. It is like the Toledo swords I saw in my 
childhood, in the warrior town whose red Saracene 
walls are lulled to sleep by the hoarse whispers of 
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the Tajo. Methinks I still hear the guttural pro- 
nunciation of the wild and dark river's name, me- 
thinks * the sound of steel that fills the haughty 
armoury on the hill still strikes my ear. As one by 
one the swords spring to life out of the fire, with 
deafening crash and with the weight of an immense 
stone they are sent against a rock, and as the valiant 
steel strikes the stone, a thousand sparks glitter, as 
if in homage to the native element whose strength 
lies in them : and the steel seems to fiy to pieces, 
and with beating heart the looker-on thinks, "Now 
is the handsome sword broken ! " And lo ! it regains 
its supple nervousness, and re-appears glistening and 
powerful as before. So it is with the soul of 
Angiolina, dear Madam. 

As I told you, I am often commanded by the Queen 
to wait upon her somewhat secretly. Her Majesty's 
private secretaries stick to their privileges, and 
would jnot. give up to me a tithe of their work. But 
everyrofte of.the servants in the Palace belongs heart 
and soul to the person who pays him for the pleasure 
of getting quick and sure information. Thus the 
Queen, the Prince Consort and the Princesses are 
ever spied upon by their menials, and the danger 
that might come through some foreign influence is 
averted. Soon, in a few venomous phrases, John 
Adler, the elder of the two secretaries, made me 
understand that my evening visits to the Queen's 
library were deemed highly oflFensive to him and his 
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colleague. Of course, I could not leave off obeying 
the Queen's orders, and I suppose that this persist- 
ence on my part, together with a few laudatory 
words bestowed on me by Her Majesty, must have 
kindled the wrath of both my enemies. On the 
other hand, the Princess Johanna showed me open 
hostility and is even said to have called me Tutti- 
frutti, a nickname now given to me by most when I 
am not there, and by many even in my presence. 
To those who move deftly through the thick and 
thin of Court intrigues and delinquencies these 
symptoms would have proved the petrels prophetic 
of coming storms, but I was inexperienced. 

One day I was singing in the Queen's music-room, 
and Her Majesty was accompanjdng me on the piano. 
The Princesses alone were there, but once or twice 
I had noticed that the tapestry in front of me moved 
to and fro. I knew Her Majesty's secretaries often 
worked during the daytime at a small bureau 
behind that tapestry, so the observation was only a 
casual one, and did not worry me. Besides, I had 
never felt so elated by the beauty of the music and 
the surroundings as on that drear December after- 
noon. From the depths of the neighbouring con- 
servatory the voices of birds, the gentle grace of 
exotic trees and perfumed foreign flowers greeted 
ears and eyes. Statues and vases and gorgeous 
embroidery were on every side, and the distant and 
regular splash of a tall jet Semb mingled with the 
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regular breathing of the sea, which rose and fell in 
purple folds on the horizon. 

I had met John Grey that very morning, and he 
had told me the old, old tale, the tale that runs from 
generation to generation in links of gold and fire. 
John Grey is frequently invited to lecture at the 
Palace, the Princess Johanna being one of his 
keenest pupils. She revels in occult sciences, and 
I am told that the archbishop has more than once 
pointed out to the Queen that the Princess's un- 
orthodox theories are highly blameworthy. But 
the Queen never intrudes on her daughters* intimate 
sentiments. She is also perfectly aware of the 
scandal caused by the open preference the Princess 
Olivia shows to the young Count Giulio ; but she 
knows that she will soon get Princess Olivia off and 
then the flirtation will be crushed out. 

I sang that beautifully pathetic appeal to the 
shades in Hades which Gliick has made Orpheus 
sing as he descended into the sombre realm in 
search of Eurydice, and as I called on the mercy of 
the terrific host and clamoured to gain their atten- 
tion and their pity in favour of my love, a sense of 
imminent peril took hold of me and made my frame 
shiver and my voice ring till the high-ceilinged 
room trembled, and the distraught harmony ran 
along the oak galleries and made the wooden 
columns creak, and drowned the sound oijet cPeau 
and the waves. 
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Suddenly, as if rent by a vengeful hand, the 
tapestry was drawn aside, and an angry form tower- 
ing above the dainty beauty of bronze and marble 
stood in front of me. The Princess Johaima's 
features, quivering with wrath, were scarcely 
recognizable, so distorted were they by strong and 
conflicting emotions. Mechanically the Queen's 
fingers fell from the keys, but I could not, for the 
life of me, stop my singing, and while the Royal 
Nemesis lifted her threatening arms and directed 
them towards me, I went on calling upon the dire 
divinities of hell. Like a wounded tigress, in a 
moment she was by my side, and I almost reeled 
with the feeling that her fingers would close on my 
throat. Alas! I had forgotten that Johanna of 
Sinigaglia is a Princess, and incapable, therefore, 
of any violent action. Heroism, vengeance, hatred 
is not in the line of a well-brought-up young girl, 
and a Royal Highness. Slowly, as I receded, her 
arms recovered a natural position, the lurid glare 
died out of her eyes, and with a yawn, the Princess 
said quietly, "Dear Signorina, do leave oflF that 
dreadful singing ! Your voice jars on my nerves. 
It is false, my poor girl. I never heard anything 
more approaching a cross between tin-kettle and 
wood-saw than those pizzicati." 

Now, remember I was riding the strong steed of 
a glorious composition. Princess Johanna's words 
fell upon me with crashing cruelty. I was fresh 
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from my enthusiasm over my own performance and 
the immense possibilities that art held in store for 
me. The insult took my breath away. Hurried 
heart-beats filled my bosom. I gasped and found 
no appropriate answer to the foolish and apparently 
useless offence. Curses and shrieks crowded in my 
parched throaty and I should have feJlen to the 
ground but for the prim support of the kind Queen's 
arms. She had never before openly showed her 
sympathy to me, and I knew she did so on this 
occasion in an instinctively automatic way, from 
sheer inborn compassion for the weakness of a human 
being confronted by a superior strength which the 
said dolorous being is bound to respect. The 
Princess Johanna laughed a short, derisive laugh, 
and added, "The draughts that play about the 
temple of Diana must have affected your voice, 
which may account for its unusual harshness. 
Harsh, indeed, your voice has always sounded to me, 
and to many. But you must certainly have taken 
cold in one of your lonely walks by the sea." 

She laid an ugly stress on the word "lonely." 
I ignored the insinuation, and faced the young 
Princess smartly enough, as I had by that time got 
rid of the oppressive emotion which had turned me 
to stone. 

The Queen fidgeted as I quietly retorted, "If 
Tour Royal Highness knows anything about the 
ancient deities of the land, Your Royal Highness 
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should feel satisfied that the pure, cold Diana is the 
fit protectress of maidens." 

The way in which I said the short syllable " if," 
and lengthened it to its utmost, the open allusion to 
her proverbially uncultured training, brought a vivid 
blush to the Princess's cheeks, and prudently she 
refi^ined from entering into a mythological discussion 
with me. But turning her head away from me, she 
addressed herself to her mother, and said, " Mamma 
dear, it appears that your head lackey is quite a 
clever Latin and Qreek scholar — such a marvellous 
discovery — ^though, of course, every one knows that 
those who enter the service of a reigning sovereign 
are obliged to be learned and quick and entertaining 
— they are paid for it." 

"Just as princesses are paid to be polite and 
pitiful, or at least to control their bad tempers." 

'^I am afi:aid you are forgetting yourself most 
sadly, my poor child," said Queen Ortrude, with a 
sigh of ill-concealed annoyance. " The Princess, my 
daughter, has the right to make an observation to 
you without rousing you to such lack of respect. If 
the Princess, who is a great and sincere artist" 
(Princess Johanna does not know the difference 
between " Rule, Britannia," and Chopin's Concerto) 
" has favoured you with one or two observations, you 
should receive them grateftiUy at her hands." 

My senses were turbulent with indignation and 
passion, and I could have demolished the Princess's 
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artistic pretensions and ground my teeth at her, as 
the savageness of my nature stirred me to the quick, 
but for another movement of the tapestry, the heavy 
folds of which had covered the door through which 
the Princess had made her unwelcome appearance. 
She now stood with her back to the tapestry, and 
slowly the heavy curtain rose, and behind it I 
perceived the stalwart and reassuring form of John 
Grey. He lifted his finger to his lips significantly, 
and fixed on me a gaze imploring and adoring. I 
bowed my head, an action which the Queen mistook 
for a movement of remorse, shame, and perhaps 
admiration for the qualities and artistic tastes of her 
daughter. The Princess tauntingly said, " In the 
long run, the Signorina del Marto will understand 
that Day advice will end by bringing her out a little. 
We hate commoners — and young girls who are not 
bom aristocrats are liable to remain common, but 
for hints given in moments of kindness and pity for 
their uncouth ways." 

Evidently the Princess desired to put me oflF my 
guard and to rouse my temper. She entertained 
the preposterous hope that the close of our conversa- 
tion would be such as to render my presence at 
Court impossible. She had a little touch of the 
Machiavel in her smile, but I thwarted her endeavour 
— the look and gesture of John Grey were inter- 
twined with hers, and while the latter said, "Go 
away ; disappear," the tender, luminous eyes of John 
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Grey said, " You must stay. I love you. Be silent. 
Stay!" And I obeyed the sweeter summons, and 
made a low curtsey as the Princess accompanied the 
Queen out of the room. 

In a second John Grey was by my side. He knelt 
before me, kissed the hem of my dress and my hands. 
I asked, " Why are you here ? What have you to 
do with all this?" His lustrous eyes opened 
wide, he took my fingers between his burning 
palms. 

"Love is the Creator's divinest work," he said, 
''and the strength of true love must be able to 
remove all hindrances." 

" But why are you at the Palace at this hour, and 
closeted with that atrocious, Ijmx-eyed, stufify-souled 
Princess Johanna ? " 

" Every day when your voice travels through the 
various apartments of the Palace, I contrive to be 
here, because I thirst and hunger to hear you." 

** But how are you on terms of such great friend- 
ship with the Princess Johanna as to spend the 
afternoon in her private studio, where she assembles 
all the forms of ugliness in her daubs ? " 

"Don't you know the Princess Johanna delights 
in my teachings ? Spiritualism is her fad, and I 
have made many discoveries in the field of the 
Infinite. We are now working together with an 
aim in view which, if we reach it, may open the 
door to a thousand other experiments and triumphs. 
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The Princess's curiosity as regards the origin of her 
inner self is insatiable and unbounded." 

" Dear Mr. Grey, can you really make me believe 
that you have not yet found out that the Princess 
Johanna is beneath the average woman — a foolish 
ignoramus whose rank alone entitles her to some 
attention on the part of her mother's subjects? 
Before you go on with your high-flown discoveries, 
do stop a bit and cast a shrewd glance into the 
abyss of Her Royal Highness's nothingness." 

*' Signorina, Signorina del Marto, you dislike the 
Princess, who has more than one reason to envy you, 
and whose behaviour towards you has just proved 
very offensive. I will not put on trial the Princess's 
abilities. She is a princess, and nothing more." 

"And something less, beside," I retorted. "She 
is not a princess, much less a woman. Her peevish 
personality has not one spark of royal or feminine 
dignity in it. She is not even clever." 

" Please, please do not excite the Princess's natural 
— most natural animosity against you," answered 
John Grey, with clasped hands. He resembled one 
of Botticelli's archangels as he stood there, with the 
background of foliage behind him. 

Like a satellite round the dazzling star that 
leads it on, I revolved round the problem, why 
did John Grey take such pains to soothe my 
irate sense of injustice t Then, with a gush, the 
revelation came : " If you go, I must leave Estaia, 
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and half the work I am trying to achieve is not yet 
done. But I am bound to follow you, bound by 
some law stronger than my will. Love, after all, is 
but a kind of rude handling. I have to follow you, 
however cruel the mandate may prove." 

"John Grey,". I answered, "speak frankly. Is 
the desire to finish your work the only reason for 
your wish to remain in this country ? " 

"Yes," he answered quickly; and after that a 
scene such as lovers delight to treasure in their 
memory might have followed, but for the entrance 
of a lackey, who announced that the Queen re- 
quested Mr. John Grey to join Her Majesty in the 
Prince Consort's apartments. And so I was left to 
myself. 

But the soothing balm of solitude was soon taken 
from me by the simultaneous and joyful entrance of 
Her Majesty's private secretaries. They laughed, 
and whistled, and nudged each other, and stared at 
me, then burst into peals of merriment, then gazed 
again, so that I surveyed myself in the mirror, from 
head to foot, in the fear that some detail in my 
attire had called forth their ungracious fit of hilarity. 
I found myself correctly attired, and my fiwse still 
bore the reflection of John Grey's caressing eyes. 
Still they went on tittering, paced the room, danced 
a few minuet steps, curtseyed and danced again, and 
when they found that I paid little or no attention 
to their vulgar and impertinent pantomime, they 
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consulted in low voices; then, springing forward 
with extraordinary swiftness, they asked me in the 
same breath — 

" And is not the Signorina del Marto delighted that 
her admirer and lover should enjoy the honour of a 
private audience with both the Queen and the 
Prince Consort ? An honour unusual indeed." 

Has any one ever compared a jealous courtier to an 
old tame tiger whose teeth can gnaw, but never bite 
again, and who foams with powerless rage ? If no 
one has chanced on the simile, it will be a pleasure 
to have written it down here. I turned my head 
away in open disgust, and the expression of my face 
must have been such as to leave them in no doubt 
whatever as to my feelings, for they fell back and 
seated themselves, an ugly, loathsome duo, under the 
palms on the terrace, while I ran my fingers along 
the kep and tried to sing and look unconcerned. I 
held my own against their sidelong glances, which 
even from a distance they never lifted from my 
person. To something unusual and distinctly hurtful 
to me, these two, whose enmity I had unwittingly 
acquired, looked forward with evident impatience 
and confidence. What could they mean ? What 
could be the hidden menace ? 

*^ And the Siren on the sea 
Yester morning sailed towards me " — 

Snatches of the popular song rang in my head, 
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but I could not get the words and the melody to- 
gether. Though I endeavoured to conceal my 
anxiety, every moment increased the emotion create 
by the Princess's attack, and now the insinuation of 
these base individuals ... 

With a rustling sound, her pale grey brocade 
trailing along the carpet, the Princess Olivia entered 
the room, and whispered in awed accents, " Angiolina, 
something dreadful must be going on. I hear you 
have made an impertinent answer to my prim, though 
not unkind, sister Johanna. Other accusations be- 
sides are now afloat concerning you. Qood heavens ! 
what would become of Wilhelma and myself if you 
left the Palace! We are deeply attached to you. 
Angiolina, speak ! Tell me why Johanna dislikes 
you,' and what you have said to her in my mother's 
presence." 

I remained silent, bent on not betraying the little 
I knew: the presence of John Grey, his intervention, 
and my own misgivings. At sight of the Princess 
Olivia, the two secretaries had receded into the 
farthest comer of the terrace, communicating by a 
small staircase with the upper gallery, whence every 
word pronounced in the room was audible. I heard 
one slight, swift creaking of the wooden steps, and 
understood that one eavesdropper, at least, was there 
so I worded my answer to the Princess very 
cautiously — 

'Madam, the Queen has shown herself even 
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kinder than before to me." But as I saw that the 
Princess was determined to communicate her appre- 
hensions, and took a seat close to the piano, I struck 
the keys so that our voices were covered by the 
incoherent harmony. 

" Believe me, Angiolina," said she, " if you have 
any way out of your present difficulties, make 
immediate use of it. Do not rely on the Queen, or 
on my sister, or on me. We always prove false fiind 
wavering, and we have never had the pluck to defend 
our friends, even when our friendship has injured them, 
or when they got into trouble to help us. A young 
Moorish servant, who was devoted to me, and would 
have gone to the bottom of the sea for merely the 
cold " Thank you, Abdul," I bestowed on him, was 
caught carrying a letter of mine — ^well, you may 
guess to whom — and the wretched fellow was 
immediately thrown into prison, and for months I 
heard no more of him, nor did I dare to inquire, or 
to show the slightest interest in him. We are such 
cowards! One day I rode across the Park, and 
beyond the gates I saw a poor prisoner, dust-covered 
and miserable, conveyed by soldiers whose bayonets 
pricked his back. I recognized Abdul. One long 
glanc^e of supplication he shot at me, and still it 
was a glance of devoted affection; but my groom 
rode a few steps from me, and I turned my horse's 
neck away, and Abdul disappeared from my sight 
for ever. What has become of him ? Where is he ? 
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I shall never ask those questions. Are we not 
disgusting people, dear Angiolina?" 

" No, no, dear Princess," answered I. " You are 
generous and good, since you recognize errors that 
you are not guilty of. Most of these defects and 
failings are due to the rank in which you are placed, 
to the consciousness that every one of your actions 
is magnified out of all proportion. I do not put my 
faith in princes, or princesses, not because they are 
royal, but because they are human beings driven to 
egotism and coldness by a golden, stone-bestudded 
rod which they call a sceptre. Often I have heard 
your august mother call her crown a crown of thorns, 
but no one has ever seen her forehead bleed, for 
bened;th the crown a thick padding, called pride, is 
laid, which prevents crown and head coming into 
close contact." 

"Really," said Princess Olivia, smiling at the 
unexpected justification offered to her accusing 
conscience, "really I am very good indeed, and in 
my Memoirs I shall write down how much you 
admire and appreciate my heroism. Certainly you 
cannot expect me to stand by you in case mother 
should want to get rid of you " 

" Get rid of me 1 " The scourging syllables 
were hardly out of the Princess's mouth when 
impetuously, passionately I sprang to my feet, 
while my brusque abandonment of the keys drew 
a crash of sound firom the instrument. ** But Your 
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Royal Highness is mad to speak in this way to 
me!" 

" And who are you, please ? " asked the Princess, 
irate, though overwhelmed by my vehemence. 

" I am Angiolina," I cried, now so incautious and 
imprudent as to allow the invisible audience a 
complete opportunity of watching my combat and 
probable defeat. " I am Angiolina del Marto, a 
human being, free, and true, and your superior, as 
far as education and instincts go. Your birth, your 
title are naught to me — nor your dried-up senti- 
mentalities and your rotten pretensions ! " 

"Angiolina! Angiolina!" sobbed the Princess, 
who had succumbed to my fury. "Angiolina! how 
can you speak this way — ^you whom we have loved 
and defended ! " Her face was buried in a small 
kerchief, and her tears trickled to her lace sleeves. 

But I could not restrain the tempestuous force of 
my anger, and still I went on : " See, you cannot even 
put up with the just wrath of a little girl, a found- 
ling. What else am I but a foundling ? Maybe a 
fisherman's daughter, or the child of a felon, but the 
spirit of my race is not spent in me, as it is in your 
parched veins. I am strong, as were your ancestors 
of yore who oppressed mine ; and you are weak, even 
as our forefathers were when the chargers of poten- 
tates and tyrants waded through their btood. I am 
Angiolina del Marto, an unknown, and you are 
a king's daughter — and you weep because you are 
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shocked and afraid, because your daintiness cannot 
vie with my violence. Ha, ha, ha ! " 

The Princess had dropped the kerchief from her 
face, and pain and surprise were expressed vividly 
in her eyes. I recoiled. My audacity and over- 
powering eloquence had not hit the mark, and I soon 
comprehended that the Princess looked upon me in 
the light of a poor madwoman with whom it was 
dangerous to trifle. A cold, repelling air of appre- 
hension crossed her insignificant though pretty coun- 
tenance, and she put forth her arm as if trying to 
defend herself Evidently she hesitated to cross the 
room, as I stood in her way to the door, and yet she 
wished to be safe from me. In timid accents she 
said, " Please let me pass," and took her full muslin 
gown between her fingers with the open intention 
of preserving her dress from contact with my 
clothing. 

Hoarse and trembling, I cried, " Oh ! do not go 
before you understand — ^before I tell you every 
circumstance, so that you may excuse and pity me. 
I came here all unwitting of the difficulties and wiles 
that lay around. Even now I am at loss to explain 
why hatred and suspicion grin at me behind every 
smile. Do not go ! " 

I placed a supplicating hand on the Princess's arm. 
AH my fine, rebellious feelings were trampled 
beneath the heel of her proud and fathomless dul- 
ness. I became loyal to her oppressive ignorance, 

L 2 
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which remained unruffled by every argumenfc. I 
regretted my own stupidity, and felt grotesque, as 
Don Quixote may at times have felt. The windmill, 
instead of the warrior, had ground my courage to 
atoms. I could have cried with vexation, and 
humbly begged the Princess's pardon for having 
believed her utter unconsciousness to be vulnerable 
in some way. 

" Please, please let me pass ! " gasped the Princess, 
more terrified than I can describe by my gentle 
touch on her shivering arm. 

"Do not go, do not go!*' I pleaded again, 
and placed myself between the Princess and the 
door. 

Then something happened — the most unexpected, 
the most revolting, the most extraordiniary thing 
that the annals of my life will ever have to record 
(at least, I devoutly hope it may be so). Dreadful 
yells issued from the upper gallery^ which caused the 
Princess to spring back as one stabbed. "Help! 
help ! help ! " These words filled the apartments, 
and resounde(f to the terrace and the gardens beyond, 
while, tumbling down on us avalanche-like, dis- 
hevelled, the two private secretaries exclaimed 
louder and louder, " Help ! Help ! Fly, Madam ! 

fly!" 

" Fire ! fire ! " was the responding sound I uttered, 
as I verily believed they had seen the flames from 
above. 
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" Fire ! fire ! " repeated the Princess, who yet 
stood her ground. 

" Our Princess is in peril ! Our Princess ! Save 
the Princess Olivia ! " These sentences rent the air, 
as shout succeeded shout, till doors and windows 
flew open ; till the Queen, the Prince, the equerries, 
an army of lackeys and sentinels made irruption into 
the chamber, with livid countenances, and the Queen 
rushed into her daughter's arms. 

'' Thank God ! thank Qod ! " exclaimed the mother. 
"Thank God my child is alive! But what has 
happened ? " asked Her Majesty, while the Prince 
faithfully echoed " Happened ? " Emotion always 
sends him into phonograph fits. 

"Where's the fire?" 

" Fire ? " said the Prince. " Fire ! " he added, in 
peremptory tones. 

The private secretary, the elder of the two, 
stepped forward and declared, " With Her Majesty's 
permission, I will explain." 

"Explain/' said the Prince, who by this simple 
change in the tense of the verb appeared to display 
an authoritative attitude. 

" The Princess Olivia, whom we all revere- and 
honour and love '* 

"And love" — this was taken up like the solemn 
refrain of a Greek chorua Encouraged by the 
august interruption, the secretary continued — 

" The daring language of the Signorina del Marto 
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and' her rough handling of Her Royal Highnesses 
sacred person alone justify our interference." 

Horror-stricken, the Queen transfixed me with 
one short, electric gaze, and the Prince said *' Inter- 
ference " with such terrible intensity that the sound 
of a thousand regiments marching in battle array 
might have been expected to follow close on the de- 
claration. But at this juncture the Princess Olivia 
said, with quiet dignity — 

" I cannot wait until this gentleman has finished 
his vision. Whatever converse it may have been 
my pleasure to hold with the Signorina del Marto 
took place unwitnessed — unless there are spies 
around us " — and she eyed the two secretaries till 
their feet were ready to leap out of their shoes — 
'' and I shall never offend one of this Court so &r 
as to accuse him of eavesdropping. I take it for 
granted, now and henceforth, that imaginative 
faculties may lead people far beyond natural limits. 
These gentlemen must have been — dreaming. A 
Princess Royal of Sinigaglia cannot even allow the 
possibility of rough handling to be admitted in her 
presence. Come, mother dear — the autumn sunlight 
in Estaia may fall too heavily on people's heads 
from time to time. I saw both your secretaries on 
the terrace when I stepped in to take my music- 
lesson with Angiolina, who, by the bye, is an 
excellent teacher, though not half severe enough.*' 

The end of the sentence the Princess said lightly, 
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as sh^ wound her arm round her mother's waist and 
beckoned to her &ther. The Queen's open displea- 
sure with the crestfallen secretaries was marked by 
two or three disdainful wavings of the hand which 
bore the signet ring, emblem of royal power, and a 
smile, dubious and slight, Her Majesty directed 
towards me; then, with stately demeanour, 
sovereigns and courtiers retired. As they crossed 
the threshold, the Princess exclaimed, " Ah ! I have 
forgotten my kerchief on the piano. No, I will fetch 
it myself, please." She thrust aside the chamber- 
lain's empressement, and showed plainly that she had 
something to say which admitted no bystanders. 
She walked up to the rocking-chair into whose 
friendly depths I had sunk, exhausted by the strange 
scena She leant over me with a mixture of fond- 
ness and mockery, and whispered — 

"Princesses may be ignoramuses, but they defy 
all your dictionaried brains with one single touch of 
genuine royalty. We swarm with defects, but some- 
times we display one single virtue which outwits all 
your learning and acquired wisdom. We are the 
time-worn work of centuries, you the hastily- 
varnished, gaudy picture that represents the actual 
hour. Our eight hundred years of high training, 
politeness and generosity hold their own against your 
few years' brilliant acquirements. If our intelligence 
cannot walk without the stilts obligingly supplied by 
yours, one great leap it does take to save modem 
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little girls from humiliation and perhaps disgrace. 
Consider and reflect, Angiolina dear. I bear no 
malice. I adventured for a warm, cosy place in your 
heart. Do not make me regret the voyage." 

The Princess spoke affectionately, and the tedious 
sameness of her expression had given place to warmth 
and glow. I caught both her hands and kissed them 
fervently, while her lips glided over my beating 
temples. When I rose to my feet she was gone. 

I was not destined to enjoy even half-an-hour*s 
quiet that day. An equerry came to inform me that 
the Queen required my presence in the Prince Con- 
sort's library. I had so travelled through my ups 
and downs — a sore voyage — ^that I stood before the 
Queen as one doomed and guilty. Her Majesty had 
donned an ample gown of vivid red velvet, embroid- 
ered with gold and mother-of-pearl, and the violent 
hue of her garment, her severe countenance, and her 
taciturn demeanour gave her the air of an execu- 
tioner. She resembled the portrait of an illustrious 
headsman that I once saw in tKe Burg at Nuremburg, 
whose stem, long hands, looming from the enormous 
sleeves of his scarlet mantle, had for thirty years 
managed with swift dexterity the axe by which, it 
is recorded, eight hundred Christians were sent ad 
patres. Queens who reign in their own right should 
be good and righteous, like Victoria, clever like 
Elizabeth, stupendously akin to her subjects in 
temperament, like Catherine the Second, but should 
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never look cruel, as did Queen Ortrude when, all her 
motherly protective instincts awakened, she said to 
me, "Signorina del Marto, when I asked Doctor 
Schulte to procure a lectrice and companion for my 
daughters, the Royal Princesses of this land, I 
expected the young girl to be a lady!* 

Her Majesty's wide-spreading nostrils sent sniflfs of 
indignation right and left. From purple and crimson 
loftiness, the kings and queens, her ancestors, looked 
down upon the oflfended monarch, while the Prince 
Consort, ensconced behind a tall laJmt^ his eyebrows 
alone visible, said loudly, " A lady ! '* 

Under ordinary circumstances, I would not hurt 
one hair of a kitten, but, notwithstanding Princess 
Olivia's recent fair conduct and the sense of my own 
complete helplessness, I felt my blood rush from 
heart to brain with maddening rapidity. But I 
kept good control over my nerves, and waited to see 
Her Majesty's grandiloquence dispel itself — which it 
did. She patted her five-yards train, played with a 
large brooch on her bosom, and seeing I vouchsafed 
no answer, continued — 

''I disclaim all further responsibility as regards 
your conduct. Hem ! " 

This said, the Queen blushed slightly, and turned 
to the Prince Consort for help, and h'mmed again, 
then coughed, and resumed, "We are not used to 
chide young maidens. We are not a governess." 

" Not a governess," roared the angry Prince, who 
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lifted himself a few inches higher above the 
Renaissance haJmt, 

"Mademoiselle del Marto/' — Mademoiselle in- 
stead of Signorina being meant to add solemnity to 
the statement — " Mademoiselle del Marto," continued 
the Queen, "you are in the habit of meeting a 
young man daily in the temple of Diana, not far 
from the Palace. Truly, I cannot permit in my 
house the low, vulgar propensity for making 
appointments ^" 

" Rendezvous," cried the Prince Consort, with a 
flourish of satisfaction. He revelled in the discovery 
of a word, and he chuckled and whistled, then sang 
the three foreign syllables — ^*' Rendez-vous, rendez- 
vous " — till his wife turned fiercely round as much as 
to say, " I am astonished to find you so gay when I 
am in such a predicament, and obliged to talk of 
matters disgusting to me and far below my queenly 
comprehension." 

"Mademoiselle," said Her Majesty, "I will not 
ruin you by sending you away from this place an 
outcast and a reprobate, though I should undoubtedly 
be justified in dismissing one who has committed 
actions heretofore unknown in the annals of our 
Court. No one living within the precincts of this 
Palace has ever made an appointment — — " 

"Out of its gates," put in the Prince, with an 
alacrity which my sarcastic smile made him quickly 
regret. 
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" Neither within the Palace nor beyond its gates 
has any one who has the honour of claiming the 
protection of my roof ever made an appointment." 

" Except the Princess Johanna," said I quietly, in 
measured and cautious tones, like the cut of a fine 
pair of scissors through precious lace. The Queen 
started, but recovered her self-possession at once, and 
replied haughtily, "My daughters are out of the 
question. The Princesses of Sinigaglia cannot be 
discussed, nor their names taken in vain. Made- 
moiselle — " and the harshness of her voice made me 
feel thaj; I had struck deep into her pride, ** I shall 
write to Doctor Schulte, and on his arrival you 
shall be dismissed. I believe the Countess de 
Mamorda — is that the woman's name ? " asked she, 
turning towards the Prince, **in short, the exac- 
tress, who possesses a fine enough voice, is interested 
in your fate. To her I shall write also, or — " with a 
disdainful movement, " commission my secretary to 
tell her of these events." 

Dear Signora Marina, on more than one occasion 
you have proved good, nay, almost motherly, to the 
poor orphan girl, and when I heard you spoken of 
in this way by one who had received many a small 
service at your hands, and who employs your tact 
and your acquaintance with many great families in 
Europe in the hope of getting her wonderful 
daughters ofif, my patience fell in tatters and I 
answered pointedly — 
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" The wife of His Imperial Highness the Heir- 
Apparent of Areineureich is so busy corresponding 
with the Emperor of Mostow on the Princess 
Wilhelma*s behalf that she may have little time to 
read the private secretary's scribble." 

Queen Ortrude turned pale with passion, yet, 
such was the strength of her admirable self-control 
that she pretended she had not heard me, and said, 
" You may see the Princesses, and go on with your 
several duties till the arrival of Doctor Schulte." 

No sooner was I safe in my bedroom, and my 
head — throbbing and dizzy — well buried between 
my pillows, than there was a tap at my door, which 
flew open before I had time to say, " Come in " ; and 
the Princess Johanna, her eyes swollen, her face 
glistening with tears, her hair in disorder, rushed 
towards the bed, and the same cool pillows which 
had soothed my cheeks received quite a cargo of 
her sobs and sighs. She began to speak brokenly : 
"Oh, why — ^why did you betray me? Now John 
Grey will have to leave this country. . . . And I 
love him! I love him distractedly, — ^and he loves 
me!" 

I pushed the Princess's curls out of the heap of 
pillows. 

"Does Your Royal Highness really mean that 
John Grey pretends to be in love with any other 
than " 

" With no other than me," answered the Princess. 
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" He told me so only this morning, and wept over 
the yawning gulf between us. Oh ! ours is such a 
spiritualized love ! We made an exchange of our 
souls. For two whole hours the beautifully pure 
and lovely soul of John Grey dwelt in my unworthy 
body, while my own spirit found peace and happiness 
in his. He loves me. And if he met you in the 
morning in the temple by the sea, and if I am 
no longer angiy with him about it, it is because 
now at last I realize that he tried to win you over to 
our cause. This he has just explained, and I am 
really ashamed of all the small snubs and cuts and 
useless jealousy that I have inflicted upon you. 
Forgive me 1 And try to save us — try to keep 
John Grey in Estaia." 

" In what way can I help ? " gasped I, though my 
voice died against my chattering teeth, and though 
the awful mental pain struck every part of me with 
a kind of dolorous numbness. The heavy throbbing 
of my heart alone assured me that I was not dead. 
Unconsciously I began to repeat the sad verse, 
'* I've thought the dead had peace, and it is not so. 
To have no peace in the grave, is that not sad ? '' 
Wearily I dragged my mind along the Princess's 
short, pathetic phrases — 

"John Grey's fate and mine. . . . We are in 
your hands. . . . Tou can spare or kill us. . . ." 

That the Royal maiden was not trying to deceive 
was certain. Her sincerity left no doubt — ^nor one 
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»mall hope. I prayed fervently that I might gain 
strength not to betray myself. "Ave Maria, gratia 
plena " — and ever and anon the Princess said — 

"Mother orders him to take the next boat. 
Olivia has prevailed upon him to stay till to- 
morrow evening. But I will not, I cannot allow 
him to leave. Do you understand me ? " 

She shook my arm, and I felt as the dead may 
feel when the cross that marks their resting-place is 
shaken by impious winds. And. how must I act if I 
would try to save — that man? His name, the 
sound of which had been preferable to music, now 
refused to cross my lips. 

" John Grey says," added the Princess rapidly, 
" that if you could convince mother there is nothing 
like love between him and you, she would spare 
him. He is a free man ; he can stay on in Estaia 
if he chooses, whether the Queen wills it or not. 
But he does not care to stay if he cannot see me, 
and unless she is sure that there is nothing between 
you, the Queen will never allow him to come to the 
Palace again. She thinks you are jealous, and fears 
that if he kept coming here you would talk wildly, 
and people would get to hear of it. He says, * Could 
not the Signorina del Marto convince Her Majesty 
that she does not care at all for me, that she is ready 
to marry any other man whom Her Majesty may 
choose among the Court officials, or among her 
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" It is not possible," I protested, *' that he should 
have made a suggestion so unworthy, so cruel ! " 

"He is but two steps from this room. Shall I 
call him and make him repeat it to you himself ? " 

But I could not stand that, A slight, well-known 
cough made me know that John Grey was walking 
the corridor and waiting to be called in. 

"Very well. Madam," I answered, with what 
fortitude and dignity I could muster. " I shall do 
my utmost in your favour and in favour of— your 
lover. To-morrow, before the boat sails, before the 
passengers go aboard, the Queen shall learn that I 
have never considered that young man in any other 
light than that of ' teacher ' — a very moral teacher, 
I may add." 

The Princess took both my hands with the evident 
intention of lifting them to ^her lips, but I held my 
arms down, and led her to the door by force, and did 
not loose my hold of her till I had seen her join 
John Grey, who, with his back turned, awaited her 
return. And so, for the first time in her life, was 
Her Royal Highness the Princess Johanna of 
Sinigaglia dismissed. 

How I shall arrange matters God alone knows — 
how bring about the events I have undertaken to 
lay before the eyes of the Queen — how find a 
lover, an aflSanced husband, and that before to- 
morrow is over! — Perhaps Doctor Schulte would 
have me. John Grey must learn that I hate and 
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despise him. The Princess must be made to admire 

my craft and cunning. But, above all, that man 

must suflFer. O Madam, O Signora dear, pray for 

me. Pray for your poor, proud, wretched Angiolina. 

I am now cowering in my distress. Pray for me. 

Good-bye. 

Anqiolina. 



Doctor Sohulte to Doctor GCsner, Director of 
the Lunatic Asylum in Oceles. 

Dear Doctor, 

As ever, I must trespass upon your kind- 
ness, and ask you to withhold the news of my 
approaching marriage from my sister. I humbly 
attribute her present good health to your excellent 
care. My future wife, Frau von Schulte that is to 
be, has a Leonardo da Vinci fieu^e, a wonderful voice 
and extraordinarily large eyes. Ours is a love- 
match. The girl, naturally, asked me to marry her. 
I did not precipitate events. She is some twenty 
years or so my junior. We shall spend our time 
between the Courts of Areina and of Estaia ; in both 
places Angiolina is almost as popular as your friend 

and servant, 

H. Sohulte. 
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Queen Ortrtjde of Sinigaglia to Her Royal 
Highness the Duchess of Wildingen. 

Dearest Cousin, 

Let me pass over the fifteen years of 
silence which has lain like a wide stretch of empti- 
ness between us. I must thank you for your 
announcement of the double happiness that befiEills 
the House of Wildingen and your &mily — ^the 
marriage of both your dear daughters. I am too 
much of a devoted mother myself not to understand 
your mingled joy and apprehension. Qeorgina is 
entering on a beautifal and perilous future, but we 
are aware that the education she has received at 
your hands is a fitting preparation for the heavy 
burden to be laid upon her young shoulders. It 
does seem pathetic to see a child bow her head 
under the crushing weight of a great crown. I have 
borne the burden with what courage and patience it 
has pleased Heaven to bestow upon me. 

And Anna Paulina is also becoming the consort of a 
reigning monarch I — How I hope, how I have prayed 
that the fate which involves so many responsibilities 
be spared to my dear ones, though they are fully 
capable of taking up the task. May Georgina and 
Anna Paulina count as many hours of happiness as 
the number of my prayers in their behalf. Their 
prospects are brilliant. The Emperor may be called 
rather too young; and rather too aged for such a 
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youthful bride the King of Prestoli ; but these are 
considerations not to be entered upon by one who, 
like you, dear cousin, has spent most of her life in a 
desolate mountain schloss: Tou have not been obliged 
— who is, now-a-days ? — ^to fling yourself out of a 
window in order to marry your children, but, far from 
the activity and prestige of Court, you were bound 
to help yourself, to sue for events which crowd on 
others unasked. The progeny of kings and queens 
are surrounded by suitors, while Georgina and Anna 
Paulina might have pined away among your rocks 
and hills, but for their mother's clever management. 
Yes, dear cousin, your future Empress and your 
future Queen should trumpet to the four comers of 
the earth the gratitude that they owe to you. 

With my darlings the case is quite diflFerent. 
Their lives are calculated to make them dislike 
grandeur, sceptres, homage, and vanity. They have 
probed these hollow playthings, and the pomp that 
to unsophisticated daughters of petty princes appears 
a delightful novelty — ^giving them the pleasant sen- 
sations of gay parvenus — would awaken in my 
daughters disgust and ennui. An ill-natured sur« 
mise, which has found its way into some wretched 
newspapers, attributes the betrothal of Anna Paulina 
to disappointment. However, we all ignore the 
unworthy rumour, and it should soon be dissipated. 

Dear cousin, my thoughts go to you so often ! I 
have always had such an aversion to a walled-in 
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existence such as you have been obliged to lead; 
and, on the other hand, the miserable duties com- 
patible with the rank of a consort make me pity 
both Anna Paulina and her sister. Old ceremonials 
and sombre etiquette will crush them. 

I opened Parliament this morning, and on our 
return from the ceremony, Olivia, Wilhelma and 
Johanna exclaimed all in a breath, ''O, mamma, 
what is the use of being a queen, if not in one's own 
right ? Tou alone can shake ofif the tiresomeness 
and emptiness of a Court ; you work, you feel you 
are accomplishing great and good things." They 
are so happy in Estaia, all three. Olivia works on 
the tambour, Wilhelma paints, and my quiet, demure 
and learned Johanna is deep in theology. I am 
writing a treatise on social ethics for gentlemen- 
ushers, as I have been struck all through my trip to 
other European Courts by the fact that the real 
gentleman-usher is a species almost extinct. 

I trust Georgina will be able to keep her Court in 
order. During my stay in Areina, where the Em- 
peror, poor lad, showed me all manner of well- 
intended, though clumsy, attentions, I was struck 
by the fossil atmosphere that pervades it. And do 
insist on the immediate banishment of that horrible 
open coflSn, whose waiting maw I could see even 
from my windows. Then the Palace in Areina is 
most dismal, and Oeorgina must see that gaiety 
chases away the dark spectres that haunt its sombre 

M 2 
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labyrintL There is the presence of that obnoxious 
person the actress-— or, rather, Georgina's first cousin 
par alliaThce^ as I must call her now. Those women 
are bom murderesses. They learn on the stage 
to wield the dagger and poison-cup, Borgia-like. 
Qeorgina must humour and occasionally flatter her. 
It is fortunate that her upbringing has not made 
her too sensitive, for Olivia could never have done 
either, and proud Wilhelma would not have looked 
at the creature. Johanna is an angel, but thank 
Heaven! she has no Lina Marina in her family 
circle. 

Dear cousin, my very best congratulations and 
wishes accompany your daughter's bridal progress. 
Keep the skeletons safe in the closets and the closets 
well locked up. My dear husband joins in kind 
regards. Olivia has written to Anna Paulina. She 
well remembers the hour they spent together on 
that boat on the Rhine. The Prince rejoices in the 
prospect of representing me at Georgina's wedding. 
Your aflFectionate cousin, 

Ortrudb, R 

Lina Marina, Countess of Mamorda, Areina, to 

THE SlONORINA DEL MaRTO. 

Dearest, dearest Child, 

Don't do it ! Oh, don't — don't give your- 
self up to a horrible &te. Don't become the wife of 
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a man whom yoa do not love — ^because another man, 
whom you love and who, maybe, loves you, has 
proved treacherous and weak — ^perhaps more weak 
than treacherous. Don't, above all things, many 
Doctor Schulte, for I know that he will greedily 
take you, — perhaps already has it arranged. If I 
could come to you, on my knees I would implore 
you to stop and consider. 

Ah, dearest, dearest child, you do not, you cannot 
know how deep, how tremendously warm is my 
interest in all that concerns your wel&xe. I have 
wept and wrung my hands over your letter. Is it 
possible that Angiolina, my lovely and good and 
spirited Angiolina, should suffer, and I be unable to 
console and advise, when I would give my life-blood 
for her ? Angiolina, have you ever thought of your 
unknown mother, I wonder ? — and loved and pitied 
her? Angiolina, try to imagine that I am your 
mother, that my arms, n^otherly in their tenderness, 
try to keep you back from a dark, sloping precipica 

Doctor Schulte's wife I That you should become 
the wife of that man, of all others ! My Ood I how 
can I prevent the awful union ? Remember, he will 
be your husband — that man. He will have the 
right to watch over your movements, over your 
sleep, over your dreams, over the very course of your 
heart's desires. Tour husband I You will be his 
completely. He will touch your hair with his hands 
— ^his dark, wide, murdering hands — and touch your 
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lips with his lip& Angiolina, Angiolina ! I beseech 
you, I implore — ^I am maddened by the very idea 
that such a monstrous possibility should have crossed 
your mind. Instead of pitying and regretting you, 
John Grey will loathe the sight of the woman who 
belongs to Doctor Schulte. Tou should take his 
behaviour, sad as it may seem, with two grains 
of allowance — one for vanity, the other for fear. 
Royalty is royalty, after all. The Princess Johanna's 
open sympathy appeals to the young man's amawr- 
propre, the Queen's menaces have struck another 
chord. Perhaps he was afraid of working havoc 
among your prospects as well as his own by ad- 
mitting that he loved you, and you alone. Oh, do 
not marry Schulte ! My imagination reels before 
the horrible prospect. My heart is aflame with 
longing to help you, and terror lest I be too late. 

LiNA Marina. 

The Princess Johanna of Siniqaglia to Her 
Majesty the Empress of Areineureich. 

Dear Georoina, 

I am glad you liked our small present. 
Wilhelma and Olivia. are staying with mother in 
one of our country homes by the sea, where they 
will spend a week. The opening of Parliament 
and the subsequent ceremonies always fatigue 
mother. 
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Doctor Schulte, an old friend of our &inily and, I 
believe, much appreciated by your husband, asks me 
to write these lines to you, so I intrude upon you, 
though I am aware you must be oppressed by new 
worries and duties of all kinds. Are not the two 
words synonymous ? Doctor Schulte would like you 
to show some attention — just the little bit an 
Empress can easily bestow on a simple, very simple 
mortal — ^to his new wife — a wee thing, as pliant as a 
reed, big-eyed, pert, full of learning, artistic tastes, 
and much rubbish of that kind. She is the niece, 
friend or pi*ot4g4e of lina Marina. I am not en- 
chanted by that sort of person, yet Doctor Schulte 
doats on his Esther (by the bye, she is called 
Angiolina), and Doctor Schulte is clever, polished, 
unthwartable, invuhierable — so his requests must be 
attended to. 

My &ther tells me you looked beautiful sailing 
down the river, and that on your wedding-day your 
gorgeous mantle and stomacher of pearls and 
diamonds gave the lookers-on ophthalmia^ so bright 
were they. But how heavy they were only your 
poor shoulders can tell! 

So Prince Ethelbert gave you away 1 I had quite 
forgotten that his wife — did she not die in an asylum 
somewhere ? — ^was a Princess von Wildingen. I hear 
your cousin Frederic is building his fortieth castle, 
with a Yalhalla-like hall. His brain must be peopled 
with gods, and those ugly little dwar& who go 
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hammering night and day. Do send me a design of 
the six chandeliers of silver on high stands that 
tower above the coffin in your Falace,'dear Qe<»:gina. 
Olivia says the workmanship is rare and perfect 
Mother has decided that our own ladies shall wear 
white and silver on great occasions, whereas hers 
wear ruby velvet and small tiaras with a big in 
sapphires right in the middle. I sincerely hope that 
your mountain hurricanes and mists have prepared 
you for the dreadfufl climate in Areina. How damp 
and dampening it must prove! Olivia says she 
could not imagine Hades to be worse. The sunlight 
here is bright and warm. 

I have written to Anna Paulina and sent her a 
small tooth-brush case, embroidered by me. I am 
told her husband looks much older than he is. 
That's a comfort, because the Qotha Almanach 
contains a surprise for some people, even though it 
puts him into the fatal sixties. . . . Prestoli is an 
adorable place — the dirt and the beauty of it alike 
remain in my memory. Mother caught her famous 
typhoid fever there. . . . Georgina, are you not 
quite crusted over with etiquette by this time ? 
Do try to modernize your Court, or your ladies 
will look like Queen Anne's over-dressed effigy we 
saw at Westminster Abbey when last we were in 
England. 

Mother likes your cousin's voice very much, I 
never could have believed one could spring from the 
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fitage to the neighbourhood of a throne so quickly 
without breaking one's neck. Lina Marina, I hear, 
displays unusual pertness — she must have played 
the part of intrigaTUe in some opera or other. Food 
for meditation! The alacrity with which fate and 
circumstances fling some people to the top of the 
ladder without troubling them with the intermediate 
steps. 

I wish you could write to me more often. Any- 
thing that concerns you would be interesting, dear 
Qeorgina. Beware my perverseness ! If you don't 
write, I shall pick up every straw of gossip about 
you and your family and Court, and throw it at your 
head — ^a whole lump of scandal ! Am I not a dis- 
gracefully dangerous Mend? Do not over-trust 
Angiolina, nor her husbeuid. He feeds on ermine, 
but the royal symbol sticks in his throat. Every 
day of his life he must have cramp in his back and 
knees, occasioned by his deep bows before royal 
highnesses and imperials and his or her majesties. 
Woe is me ! my letter is interminable. Remember 
how I should delight in seeing your handwriting. 
Your affectionate playmate and firiend, 

Johanna. 

Kind regards to your husband. He may perhaps 
have forgotten he met me in Styria five years 
ago. 
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DocTOB ScHULTE to his Brother, Gaspard Schulte, 
Country Physician in Oules (Silesia). 

Dear Brother, 

I am full of news. I am going to^be married 
— Angiolina del Marto has asked me to become her 
husband ; literally, she begged me to announce our 
betrothal the very evening of our arrival in Estaia. 
You know I was madly in love with the girl. There 
must be some mystery behind her radiant but pale 
&ce — unusually pale it is. She is the dearest crea- 
ture I have ever met. I am very fortunate, although 
why should I call it fortune, when I have foreseen 
from the first that she would become involved in 
Court intrigues and turn to me as her saviour ? 

John Grey, the Anglo-American young fool who 
has captivated the Prince Consort and one of the 
Princesses and, I am afraid, the Queen herself, always 
speaks of the wonderful " help " he receives fi:om the 
Livisible Power — and he is dragged along the road, 
while I canter ahead I And with all his " help " John 
Grey is playing a perilous game. 

The Queen is rather cold to Angiolina, but my 
future wife has nothing to fear from either queen or 
commoner. That poor insane woman whose &te still 
interests you died last month. She has had a decent 
burial, and, before dying, all the medical and moral 
help she could get, I assure you. 

Angiolina is looking forward to a kind, brotherly 
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letter from you. The Princesses overwhelm her with 
presents, and the youngest, Princess Johanna, has 
even given her a letter of introduction to the new 
Empress of Areineureich, because we mean, of course, 
to live in Areina at the Imperial Court. The 
Emperor, on private occasions, treats me as a member 
of his family, and I don't suppose his beautiful, proud 
wife will try to break up our friendship. I possess 
many of the Wildingen secrets, and know every 
detail of the strange adventure which has made her, 
instead of her sister, the Emperor's spouse. I disdain 
all pretence to wit or learning, but there is that in 
me which makes people quail. My estimate of my 
acquirements, as regards mypowerj is accurate to an 
inch. I do justice to myself, and force every one to 
imitate me. 

Angiolina is prettier and stranger than ever. She 
met me on the terrace this morning. A row of thick 
orange trees runs beneath the balustrade, and the 
intoxicating flowers lavished their perfume on us as 
we walked to and fro. Angiolina wore a loose dress 
of pale pink muslin. Her neck was bare. 

" I want you to know the truth as concerning our 
betrothal," she said gently, as she placed her arm 
confidently in mine. " I do not love you, nor ever 
shall, but I will prove a dutiful wife and true. I 
have asked you to marry me because I am lonely and 
unhappy, and because you are good." 

Brother mine, as she said these words, '' you are 
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good/' a breeze, refreshing and pure, such as may rise 
from the balmy depths of Elysia and sweep over the 
bloody waves of the Acheron rested for one moment 
on the flaming vanity of my souL She put no limita- 
tion to the sincerity of her belief. " You are good I " 
And, like Faust, I heard the steps of Mephistopheles 
spur me on while the gentle assertion, ** you are good," 
rent my conscience in twain. " Because you are good, 
I trust you, and will go with you. You and the 
Signora Lina Marina and the nuns in the Innsbruck 
cloister have ever been kind to me, and I trust you, 
and I pray for you in the chapel or at night in my 
own room." 

Heavens ! in a virgin's prayer, in a place filled with 
the images of virgins hallowed by the love of God, 
my name was uttered — and this child trusted me ! 
My conscience cried, " You must undeceive her." But 
my heart pleaded against my conscience which, like 
poor Desdemona, is now smothered to death by the 
ruthless hands of Love. I love Angiolina. And if I 
do my best to protect her and make her happy, what 
else does she want ! I love her, and with this love a 
sentiment of bizarre pity is intertwined. I pity her 
for becoming mine; I pity her loveliness and 
innocence. 

" Take me away from here as soon as possible," she 
said, " There is in the beauty of Sinigaglia a pas- 
sionate, burning meaning that kills me. Here have 
I l^amt to hate, I who yearned after the teachings 
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of love." She pointed to the shore, to yachts that 
flitted like white-winged birds over the sea. " Every- 
thing here is too beautiful, too wrapt in light and 
cadence. Life seems inharmonious when compared 
with the universal rhythm audible here to our senses. 
Take me back to misty and dim cities, to dark 
Areina, where are no antique gods, no light-tripping 
goddesses that crowd round one's heart." As she 
spoke, she rested one of her knees on a marble bench 
which stood near the balustrade. "Take me back 
to Qothic cathedrals, to the active and disciplined 
West. Here we live on the boundaries of civilization. 
Not far from us, bathed in implacable light, Asia 
extends her deserts, her belief in a fate deaf and 
blind, whose behests one must watch and follow. I 
am a daughter of the West. Oh, take me, take me ! " 
So pleading and lovely she looked in her eloquence 
and distress that I wound my arms round her waist 
and stooped to kiss her forehead, when, with a cry, 
she started backward. A tall shadow flitted over the 
glaring whiteness of the terrace, and as I raised my 
head I perceived that frx)m a comer of the upper 
balcony the young man John Grey was gazing down 
upon ua 

Poor Angiolina had turned deadly pale. Certainly 
she was afraid the Anglo-American might have 
heard her, yet she did not cling to me, but seated 
herself on the bench with a gesture of supreme 
weariness. I caressed her cold fingers. " We will 
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leave immediately we are married/' I whispered; 
then, linking her arm in mine, I walked away with 
my beloved bride. Wish me joy, brother. I am a 
happy man. 

Queen Ortrude has presented Angiolina with a 
superb diamond brooch, the Princesses with their 
portraits, and even John Qrey must have made some 
kind of small present to her, because I saw on her 
writing-table a small parcel — a book or album, per- 
haps, bearing the inscription, ** To Mademoiselle 
Angiolina del Marto, with John Grey's compliments 
and good vrishes." The Prince Consort gives us a pair 
of superb horses. We are altogether very enviable, 
envied and content. 

Your affectionate brother, 

H. SCHULTE. 

Princess Olivia of Sinigaolia to His Majesty 

THE EmPEEOR of MiTRiW. 

Mt dear Fedor, 

It appears I may call you Fedor, as we are 
cousins and as you will soon marry me. I like your 
letters very much. They are so entertaining, witty 
and cleverly cynical. I do not remember when we 
met, but I hear you liked me, even though you did 
not enter into conversation with the silly young 
princess I was at that time, hurried firom morning till 
night fix>m one great function to another. I felt a 
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puppy, and must have looked like bread-and-butter. 
Mother says I may tell you everything, any amoimt 
of nonsense, and that you are likely to prefer my 
nonsense to the best speeches made by statesmen. 
But then you are an autocrat, and I suppose your 
statesmen's speeches are but the paraphrase of your 
will. 

What is an autocrat ? A very bad or a tolerably 
good man ? I have never been able to make up my 
mind on this point. Will you help me to do so ? 
Then, every one calls you a bd esprit, and papa told 
mother yesterday that in many respects you remind 
him of what the French Regent and George IV 
of England are reported to have been — a ruler 
capable of filling a cloister with clarinets, and 
then praying forgiveness firom the abbess in such 
a graceful way that she must needs forgive. I 
am very impatient to make your acquaintance, and 
already I feel quite in love with my future subjects, 
ready to love as many of them as possible. The set 
of sapphires and the emeralds you sent me are the 
admiration of everybody. 

The number of my future ladies-in-waiting is 
ominous, quite overwhelming. Do you really believe 
it is necessary to have a hundred maidens and dames 
in my retinue ? But then you cling to tradition, and 
I have decided to obey and reverence you. Is the 
Princess Radinsky, my future Mistress of the Robes, 
80 terrible a personality? Do you think I shall 
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suocumb under the harshness of her teachings? 
However, she will speak to me of you and of your 
home, which will be mine, and I am prepared to 
welcome her with a wreath of smiles. 



The Pbinoess Johanna of Siniqagua to John 
Obey. 

To-morrow, during the marriage ceremony, a good 
twenty minutes before Angiolina becomes Madame 
Schulte, I shall draw out my lace kerchief and lift it 
to my temples. . . . 



Queen Obtbijde of Siniqaqlu to Doctor 
Schulte. 



Deab Doctor, 

I shall never get over the shock. And you 
are away, and Angiolina is not here, and Olivia 
betrothed to the old Emperor, who laughs his 
rdtdier out with merriment, and the Princess 
E!adinsky, the Mistress of the Robes, arriving this 
evening ! Alas ! alas ! the surprise of my misfortune 
makes it greater. However, I must taice unregal 
anguish with regal dignity, and no one but a friend 
like you may know the pain that makes ^ mother's 
heart bleed beneath the purple. 

Do try to hush up the newspapers, even a little. 
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My love to Angiolina. Lina Marina is behaving 

admirably. 

Obtrude, R. 



Pbincess Wilhelma op Sinigaglia to her Sister, 
Pbincess Olivia. 

Estada, 

How it all happened ? — ^But who can tell, Olivia 
dear ? Who can remember anything but the wild, 
desolate moment when, at the end of the marriage 
service, just as the bride and bridegroom were walking 
out of the church, the news, whispered at first, then 
audible, then rising to a huge clamour which not 
even our presence could restrain, circulated among 
the guests and burst upon the world ? " Where is 
the Princess Johanna? One of the Princesses is 
missing ! They have telephoned to the Palace — Her 
Royal Highness is not there. . . . The Princess 
Johanna ? Foul play I . . . " 

But let me relate the awful affair from the very 
beginning. Ah! you are happy, Olivia, to have 
secured a fianc^ who is now bound to marry you. 
And then, happy to be away. Though I seldom 
take arms against the behests of Dame Etiquette, I 
could have shaken the old lady out of her brocades 
on the fateful day of Angiolina's wedding; Mother 
gave the bride away, but we lost any amount of time 
between the moment when the Royal procession left 
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the Palace and our entrance into the chapel, as we 
crossed the park on foot, walking on an endless 
purple carpet, preceded by gentlemen-ushers, 
equerries, chamberlains. Angiolina followed in my 
steps, led by Johanna, and a crowd had assembled to 
see us pass, who could only perceive the slight 
sovpfon of curls that stand above the top of mamma's 
enormous tiara. We must have looked grotesque 
and masquerade-like in the glaring sunlight, and I 
am sure that every one was far from expecting that 
the solemn comedy would end in tragedy. 

Deafening, sonorous, ruthless^ the Royal anthem 
pealed on our distressed ears. I bowed right and 
left, till I felt coljd drops of sweat chase each other 
half-way down to my waist. We both wore dresses 
of silver and white, and small rose-wreaths on our 
heads. When we reached the chapel, the gentlemen- 
ushers hovered about us to guide us to our places. 
Mother climbed, with extreme difficulty, but dignified 
countenance, to the top of the hatU-pas under a dais, 
and seated herself on a scarlet arm-chair, while a few 
steps beneath father stood, his head on a level with 
the Queen's sleeve. Our Royal Highnesses were 
shown to a comer where two pretty gilt chairs soon 
received the weight of our slim persons and heavy 
vestments. I heard behind me the lady who held 
my train sigh with the relief of dropping the load. 
Johanna, as the youngest, was seated somewhat 
behind me. The bride, pale as the wax candles that 
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illumined her face, seated herself beside the bride- 
groom. I scarcely listened to the service, bat studied 
Angiolina's face as the flood of pathetic organ music 
filled the church. — I often wonder, sister dear, how 
the girl agreed to become the wife of that horrible- 
looking man, whose hands and &ce both denote 
criminality, — a base creature, servile and vindictive, 
— More than once, while the ceremony proceeded 
with its usual pomp, I heard Johanna fidget and 
sigh, but the heat, the smell of tuberoses and orange- 
blossoms had made me dizzy, and I kept my eyes 
fixed on the altar, refulgent with lights. 

There are hours, the hours marked by destiny, 
when we seem deprived of our instincts as well as of 
our reason — when we are emptied of presentiments 
and hope and fear — ^when our £sMsulties remain 
dormant beneath the sea of impending troubles and 
allow the tide to rise and wash our treasures away. 
— ^Alas ! why did I heed only the ceremony 
instead of listening to Johanna's sighs ? Why did I 
not turn my head and exchange a glance of sympathy 
with my suffering sister — a glance that might have 
saved her ? 

But I am digressing from the sad story. What 
ruined prospects ! What a wretched mother ! What 
a disgrace for the &mily I a disgrace, moreover, the 
utter hopelessness of which is emphasized by the 
novelty of the case. Princes and princesses ought 
not to be flesh and blood ; or they should, at least, 

N 2 
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pretend to be divine, lest the idol be trampled down 
and shattered. 

Mother stooped to kiss Angiolina, who knelt on the 
steps of the throne, and touched the Queen's fingers 
with pallid lips. I looked from them to Doctor 
Schulte's uncouth mouth. The organ pealed forth 
the Royal anthem, till it seemed as if the walls 
would felL The newly-married couple then proceeded 
to the part of the chapel where I was seated, and the 
gentleman-usher, my hovering guide, waved his hand, 
and whispered, " Your Royal Highness may rise just 
a little as the bride kisses your Royal Highness's 
hand. I suppose the Princess Johanna will do the 
same thing — ^I must ask my colleague.'^ 

My hovering individual turned to question 
Johanna's ; but the latter, without heeding his words, 
with raised voice which not even the presence of 
Royalty, nor his Court training, nor the solemnity of 
the occasion, succeeded in restraining, exclaimed-r- 

" The Princess Johanna is gone ! Where is the 
Princess Johanna ? " And the man turned grey with 
concern and humiliation, as might any menagerie 
fellow who has allowed the animal confided to his 
care to gnaw at hi& leash and run away. 

" The Princess Johanna is gone ! One of the 
Princesses is missing ! " — The rumour spread till it 
reached the lower aisles, till it reached the crowd in 
the park. All sense of restraint, protocol, dignity was 
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lost. Equerries rushed to and fro, officers running 
their scabbards through ladies' trains. From the 
Palace the news came that the Princess was not 
there ; and, alas ! some of the people in the park had 
seen a young lady in white, rose-crowned, cross the 
sward • . • and the report ended there, as it reached 
me. 

The Queen alone, collected and stately, seemed not 
to heed the incident, and with stolid countenance 
tacei the situation. To her Mistress of the Robes she 
said, '' Please ask the guests not to be so noisy before 
we leave the chapel," and to the High Chamberlain, 
" Form the procession, sir. You are forgetting your- 
sel£ The ceremony is ended." 

With faltering steps, dazed and bewildered, I took 
my rank in the Royal cortige, and with the Royal 
anthem sounding like a dirge we trailed out amid 
the curiosity and excitement that the Queen's haughty 
demeanour had silenced but not suppressed. I hoped 
against hope. All the telephones were astpr. Li the 
Palace the hum of the servants' excitement and 
curiosity could scarcely be kept frx)m reaching the 
Queen's ears. A kind of wondrous lucidity stirred my 
brain. After the usual and (that day) cumbersome 
duties of our rank, which bids us never leave a room 
in haste and without having addressed a word or sigh 
of some sort to every creature present, had been per- 
formed, I hastened up-stairs. Some explanation of 
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Johanna's disappearance I felt sure I should find, and 
there, staring at me with red eyes, a five-times sealed 
envelope lay on my writing-table. I recognized our 
poor sister's hand. Her letter, a wretched epistle, 
scribbled and tear-stained, ran — 

" Deab Wilhelma, — To mother and to Olivia I 
dare not write — they may despise and scorn me ; but 
I am certain that you will forgive. Vainly have 
I endeavoured to wrestle with the love that bears me 
away. When you read these lines, the Princess 
Johanna of Sinigaglia will be dead, and Mrs. John 
Grey, a loving and beloved wife, will be travelling 
far, &r away fix)m the land where her mother is a 
Queen, where she asks her sisters not to judge her 
too harshly. Love, alone, of the high-minded man 
whom I shall ever be proud to call my husband, has 
taken me fix>m the artificial and hypocritical life 
that we have led. Everything is accounted for 
by love and the noble aspirations which John Grey 
has inspired in me. I know that, in a worldly 
sense, I am disgracing you all, and also the whole 
brotherhood whose vices and virtues alike are 
cloaked in ermine ; but, whatever happens, I shall 
ever remain in my heart devoted to the home of my 
childhood, though not to its prejudices and time-worn 
customs. Try to understand and forgive. Not 
without a wrench that has almost drawn the very 
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life-blood have I taken the road that leads to Eternal 
Truth, to the love without limit, without end. 
Through love alone can love be conquered — through 
truth is the great Truth obtained. Think not too 
bitterly of me, and, above all, do not pity me, who will 
ever pray foryou — for the enlightenment of your souk. 
My mother is good and generous, but there is a contract 
between " that sweet aspect of princes " and untruth 
that the hands of a giant could not break. I am sorry 
for Olivia. My good wishes will attend her on her 
difficult voyage, and through her earth-stained task. 
Farewell, dear sisters, farewell. I have dearly 
bought, and will valiantly defend my present 
happiness.^ Farewell — Johanna." 

Notwithstanding her affected serenity, you can see, 
dear Olivia, that Johanna is not as happy as she 
pretends, that she is dragged on by a will greater 
than her own. She is lost to us — alas ! Mother will 
never forgive. The scandal created by her elopement 
is surpassingly great. We have renewed complaints 
about modem princesses, mixed with lamentations 
over the change in young girls' manners. Not for one 
second has our mother lapsed from her dignity. To 
the object of her resentment, to that devouring 
minotaur, John Qrey, she has not yet alluded, nor 
allowed one statesman an expression of respectful and 
useless condolence. She makes no moan. To her 
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as to the whole household, Johanna is as if she had 
never existed. Strict measures have been taken to 
prevent the sale of her photographs in the streets, 
through which our parents now drive daily, and 
while Europe is ablaze with Sinigaglian doings and 
the mishaps of our Royal House, no outward change 
marks the blow that has fallen upon ua Father, too, 
has barricaded his grief I always suspected that he 
preferred Johanna to us. 

My maid — the only person I trust — tells me that 
the maid of the Mistress of the Robes told the head 
butler that Johanna and that rascal — he is now our 
brother — crossed the water in a ferry-boat to a small 
fisher village on the opposite shore, so that they were 
out of Sinigaglia; there they were immediately 
married by the priest of the parish. They had first 
tried to take the train, but at the station they learnt 
that Angiolina and Doctor Schulte were also leaving 
by the same express. So they changed their minds, 
Johanna quitting the church almost immediately 
after the beginning of the ceremony. Owing to the 
clouds of incense and to the &cb that attention was 
centred on the bride, no one noticed her exit. The 
papers relate everything concerning their where- 
abouts. I should love to read them, but dare not. 
My ladies and equerries watch me strictly. I suppose 
both the Queen and the Government would be averse 
to any sign of kindness or even interest bestowed on 
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the fugitive by her family. I have been crying my 
eyes out. ... It is said that they — ^the cruel two- 
are going to live in the environs of Areina (does poor 
Johanna imagine that Qeorgina will see and help 
her ?), that John Grey does not possess a fetrthing, and 
our sister has nothing but the jewels she wore at the 
wedding. Olivia, sister ! how shall we endure the 
thought that Johanna may be suffering the pangs of 
poverty while we live in plenty ? My life seems 
darkened, as with a thick black veil. — The Court 
ball will take place on the 1st January, as usual . . • 
How do you get on with the barbarian grande' 
maitresse? I cannot help regarding your future 
subjects as barbarians. — Does she not drink like a 
guardsman, smoke like a chimney, and swear like 
the devil himself? Does she eat raw mutton and 
devour suet ? . • . Oh ! I am sad, sad, to the heart. 

WiLHELMA. 



The Pbincess Olivia op Sinigaglia to her Sister, 
THE Princess Wilhelma. 

I am tortured by the details, so vivid to my mind, 
of the misfortune that has be&llen us. Previous 
news I had received from father, though without 
particulars. I cannot conceive how a princess, a 
royal maiden, could have behaved in this way, and 
have forgotten herself so far as to elope with a 



Digitized by 



Googk 



186 ROYAL LOVERS 

commoner. That man is her husband, her lord and 
master, and the Queen's legal, though not official, 
son-in-law ! Aye, there's the sting to him, that slight 
line of demarcation between legality and officialdom. 
My heart and head are alike topsy-turvy with 
confusion and pain, but I must wear an unconcerned 
countenance and entertain the Princess Kadinsky, and 
take care that she does not send too bad an account 
oT me to my future spouse, who, it seems, is not only 
connected by a vague cousinship with the stalwart 
barbarian, but is also her most intimate friend ; she 
writes to him almost every morning. She is offen- 
sively tall, veiy fisdr, has a superb complexion, a flat 
face, is broad-mouthed, red-lipped, has eyes of liquid 
green — whose colour seems to turn black and blue 
in the same moment — ^and a terrible tilted nose, the 
nose of a warrior, nostrils that seem to seek the smell 
of gunpowder — they are ever dilating, appearing to 
capture the air. Tes, she smokes, and carries her 
cigarette on the top of one of her rings, — ^the 
ring she wears on her thumb. She breaks me 
in ruthlessly. My very toes are submitted to 
discipline. 

What she relates of the Court over the destinies of 
which she presides — ^as it seems I shall be little more 
than a mannequin, a ptdcinella whose ropes are held 
by the hand of this semi-civilized savage — what she 
relates is simply appalling. Champagne, gold, and 
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vice seem to be the rulers of the ruling family whose 
head is now my fiancS, I shall roll in luxury. 
More than ten thousand persons are employed in the 
service of the Emperor and dwell in the palaces. 
They all lead a life as abominable and gay as hell 
may offer before the final leap into the great fiimace. 
Murder, treason, falsehood bloom like summer flowers 
around the monarch and his family. His washing- 
stand and smelling-bottles spring into his face, blown 
up by a bomb— the very chair on which he sits, and 
his bureau and the carpet and the bookcase may be 
dynamite-lined. Letters that promise death are the 
daily UUets-dovx that I shall receiva And the Prin- 
cess adds that the flavour of peril sheds a glamour over 
the humdrum of existence. What I am to expect 
least in my new home is quiet. The barbarian also 
remarks that morals are prejudices meant for the 
use of the lower classes only ; that a man who can 
keep cool after six bumpers of Monton Rotschild is 
the man among them. She would not object to an 
arrangement that should transfer Count Giulio to 
the Imperial Court. 

The Emperor must be very plain. He wears a 
wig and a rdtdier, and uses big words on small 
occasions, and vice versd. I smile and tremble by turns 
when I reflect on the change that is about to take 

place in my life. Oh, how could Johanna I But 

no more of her. The thought of our misfortune 
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depresses me, and my spirits must not desert me. 
Woe is me I Commend me to my mother. Tell 
her I am working hard, as any slave might. More- 
over, it seems certain that I shall never be able to 
walk out again. The Imperial gardens and the 
balconies of the Palace are as fiiU of ambush and 
danger as Armida's own bowers. Good-bye, sister 
sweet. Alas for our wretched sister ! 

Olfv^ia. 

As a little boy, when he went to Paris with his 
father, my jwmM had two lessons from Talma, and 
ever since keeps up the habit of speaking in a 
declamatory way — of assuming a stage-stalk on great 
occasions — of roaring Racine, Dante and Shakespeare 
in the fisu^e of the astounded protagonist. I am 
afraid the rusty potentate who will call me his wife 
must be rather grotesque. Besides, there are 
moments when he skips and jumps and twists him- 
self like a squirrel Then he says, " Every one says I 
bear a striking likeness in movements and manners 
to Frederic II of Prussia, who was my ancestor." 
The ladies of the Imperial fetmily are varied in 
humour and characteristics — most of them gamble 
and sip strong liquors from mom to eve. 
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The Pbincess Kjldinskt, grande-maUrem of the 
Imperial Court, to His Majesty the Empebob 
Febob. 

SlBE, 

Such a respect have I for Your Majesty's 
opinion that I dare not form mine regarding the 
Princess, Your Majesty's ^nc^, before the Emperor 
himself, arbiter feminartim, the arbiter of womankind, 
has found out whether the Princess be indeed as 
pretty and nice and simple as she now appears to my 
humble eyes. . . . Voltaire, who was the friend of 
that pleasant king to whom Your Majesty bears so 
strong a likeness, would call the Princess subtle, 
and Talma, with those famous accents of his, would 
have said, ''She is one of Racine's heroines, sweet and 
ardent." To me she seems in every way perfection. 
She might walk on feet somewhat smaller and 
have hands somewhat softer, and speak in a voice less 
harsh, and laugh more musically — just a tithe of 
grace added to her figure might correct the ambiguity 
of her form, which, seen from a distance, creates a 
doubt as to the real sex of the person. The Princess 
is not literary. I may even venture to suggest that 
she professes open animosity against literary pursuits. 
No doubt Your Majesty's influence and a few stances 
— those admirable s^nces in the course of which Your 
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Majesty reveals Dante, Goethe and Sophocles to our 
dazzled senses — ^will draw the Princess out. 

I am much moved by Tour Majesty's promise. 
That Tour Majesty's marriage could bring no change 
to our mutual feelings, Tour Majesty's precious 
attachment to me, and my devotion to the Emperor 
both as a lover and as my ideal of chivalrous man- 
hood has ever made me feel secure. But sometimes 
I feared that, with the presence of a young empress, 
a sense of rivalry might rise between two women 
equally bound to worship the most enlightened 
among the sovereigns of Europe. Your Majesty 
chooses that the future Empress should immediately 
learn, and from the lips of her august husband, the 
very peculiar position that I occupy at the Imperial 
Court. I have thought on this, sleeping and waking. 
Tour Majesty's goodness to me is exceeding great, 
and rises much higher than my poor ambitions. I 
care not how I am loved, provided I am loved, and 
by that man whose very voice thrills me. 

The Princess is not at all romanesque — keeps a 
diary — ^altogether is very icrivassiere ; and by keep- 
ing good watch over her inkstand and its products 
we shall ever be able to know the ins and outs of her 
mind. She is grown rather melancholy since her 
sister's adventure. In general, her gaiety is of 
a puerile, inoffensive kind ; the gaiety of a puppy 
over a puppy's feats. I do not believe she will prove 
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troublesome — but who can become so in our auto- 
cracy! She depresses me, but then perhaps I am 
jealous. The other Princess is younger than her 
sister by six years, rather dull, but not devoid 
of humour. Their Court, maintained on a modest 
footing, will make ours appear enormously magnifi- 
cent to the Empress. 
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PAET II 

Qeorgina, Empress of Abeineureich, to the 
Duchess von Wildingen, her Mother. 

Arema, 

Dear Mother, 

Thank you so much. Little Matti is de- 
lighted with the presents. You see, I call him 
"little Matti" still, though he is now a grown-up 
boy. His tenth birthday has just been celebrated 
throughout the Empire. It seems such a pity that you 
should not have seen your own grandson for at least 
eight years. Will you never come to Areina again ? 
I fear our life here depressed you. I know it is 
lugubrious, and I have myself become dismal and 
so strange. I feel that every human look that rests 
upon my fece reads into my gloomy, gloomy soul, a 
soul as crowded with spectres as any vault might be. 
Oh ! the awe, the horrible and overpowering sensa- 
tion of feeling that one's countenance is the prey of 
haunting eyes I Wherever I go, eager glances follow 
me in thousands; and now, ^ to avoid the dreadful 

strain, I carry a huge black fan, the feathers of 
o 193 
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which hide me from chin to eyes. The Emperor is 
very angry at this new habit of mine. He is 
gracious enough to say that I deprive his subjects 
of the sight of my loveliness. Am I lovely still ? I 
wonder. I wish I did not hate myself, and hate 
so many things — my title, my rank, my jewels, and 
this Palace and Areina. 

Matti is wild over his rocking-horse. The child is 
l3n[ng at my feet on the carpet. I have just given 
him a scolding; he is too proud to complain, but 
the slightest rebuke cuts deep into his heart. 
Really, mother, my boy is not like other boys. I 
can find no means of curbing his violent and cruel 
instincts. This morning he killed his fitvourite cat 
with his own hands ; he strangled the poor brute, and 
then asked me to note how wonderfully fine were the 
dead animal's glazed pupils. Great refinement, activ- 
ity, cleverness and cruelty unite in rendering Matti's 
character a dolorous problem. The Emperor insists 
that his son shall learn all the dialects spoken 
throughout the Empire, and a few foreign tongues 
besides; but he is not appalled like myself by his 
curious propensities. . . . Are we degenerate, mother? 
Sometimes I think so, and then a wave of remorse 
sweeps over me. To me, and to my race, perhaps, 
shall a great realm, an immense population, and the 
history of a whole nation be indebted for the torment 
of beiug ruled by a Nero or a Caligula. . . . 

I was obliged to interrupt my letter. The 
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Emperor called upon me. He often favours and 

irritates me with one of these abrupt visits. He 

wishes me to appear at the Court Ball next week. 

And I am resolved to take to my yacht and fly off — 

somewhere between Asia and AMca. I could not 

tolerate the mad strains of waltzes echoing through 

the funereal halls of the Palace, till they &11 like 

dead birds into the depth of that ever-empty coffin. 

Ever empty, ever gaping ! Into the dark void do I 

daily throw my dreams, my good intentions. The 

pleasure of my life, the only one Shall I tell it 

you, mother. To walk barefoot through my colossal 

chambers and sweep the carpets with my trailing 

hair, till the sound, sofb and soothing, lulls my 

thoughts to rest. And thus does the envied and 

beautiful Empress of Areineureich spend her 

brightest hours, the hours of youth, the hours dear 

to love 1 I am little better than the actresses upon 

the stage, and when I have to play my part in 

scenes of splendour, methinks even to them I must 

appear despicable. For they at least must thrill 

and tremble sincerely sometimes; whereas, I am a 

stone, a cold reed whose flowery tops have been for 

ever washed away. 

Mother how low, how servile are those who wait 

upon the great ! They pull white gloves over their 

feelings and their character. Every angle is smoothed 

out. Methinks I tread their sincerity down with 

every look. The Emperor ignores subtleties, and is 
o 2 
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content when he hears smooth things uttered in 
smooth language. Besides, his almost daily contact 
with officers and regiments may give him the illusion 
that manliness and valour have not completely died 
out from the ranks of humanity. . . . 

I lead the life of an anchorite, rise before dawn, 
eat little, indulge in no pleasure except riding, and 
wear dresses of plain, soft woollen material. The 
princesses of our family call upon me twice a week. 
They are obliged to do so. They stand in awe of 
me, as I put on my very strangest moods with them, 
and never talk to them but in hurried whispered 
words, a habit which they strive to imitate — and 
thus I am spared the trial of putting up with 
nonsense slowly uttered in harsh tones. Since I do 
not care for their opinions and feelings, they are not 
interested in mine, or rather, they suspect I have 
none. Why do I possess so strongly the power to 
despise ? Maybe these women are as wretched, as 
rebellious and voluntarily taciturn as myself. Am I 
really what every one fears I may become ? Am I 
an Imperial sister of the gloomy and marvellous 
Royal Hamlet? 

The Emperor asks me not to ride out in the com- 
pany of Lina, the morganatic wife of his first cousin, 
Joachim. Lina is the only creature to whom I cling, 
and such a splendid horsewoman too ! Anna Paulina 
writes that she is happy. Does she try to deceive 
us or herself? Or does she wish to convince me that 
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the evil I did her is obliterated ? I hear Olivia is 
awfully miserable — the Death's-head on the table 
in ancient Alexandria is but a poor emblem of her 
destiny. Daily plots, conspiracies, and attempts to 
assassinate the Emperor, his wife and children, are 
related to us. The girl left a peaceful country, a 
land of gods and glorious temples, just to become 
the wife of a septuagenarian, the victim of a 
Princess Kadinsky, and the prey of never-ceasing 
terror I She trembles for her little boys, whom she 
loves with ardent devotion. Her sister Johanna, 
who eloped with a professor a few years ago, lives 
on the outskirts of this town. She gives drawing- 
lessons. They are abjectly poor. I wish to help 
them. But how ? I am surrounded on every side 
by the prejudices and etiquette attending on my 
rank. Just read the account of a dialogue between 
my husband and myself, which took place no longer 
ago than yesterday — 

The Emperor. Qeorgina, did you have a good canter 
this morning ? 

/. Yes. 

The Emperor, But you rode rather too far out of 
the city. 

/. How do you know that ? 

The Emveror. From the police whose duty it is to 
follow you. 

/. And to spy upon my actions ? 

The Emperor. Of course. Qeorgina, I am sorry 
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to say that you distribute your bows with 
apparent indifference to the import of the Imperial 
&YOur. 

/. The last week you told me I bowed too coldly 
and too rarely. 

The Emperor. Qeorgina, your horse entered a small 
lane yesterday. 

/. Should you have preferred that my horse 
entered the sea? 

The Emperor, In that lane you met a woman, 
pale and plainly dressed. She wore a black straw 
bonnet and a thin brown shawl, though we are now in 
winter. She held a shabby-looking little girl by the 
hand. As you passed, the two made way for you, 
and your high-stepping horse spattered a big lump of 
mud in the little girl's &ce. The child cried out. 
Tou took the red rose that you always wear, out of 
your buttonhole, and let it drop into the child's 
hands. Then the mother raised her eyes, but 
immediately, with a slight exclamation, bowed her 
fiaice again. She had recognized you, and half under 
her breath she even said, " Qeorgina ! ** The three 
equerries, who had remained somewhat behind, on 
hearing the Empress thus impudently called by her 
Christian name, hurried forward to rebuke the 
woman 

/. Whose tears trickled down her sunken 
cheeks 

The Emperor. But, with a haughty flourish of 
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your whip, you waved the astounded equerries away 
and, stooping over your saddle, you said 

/. I said, " What can I do for you ? Where do 
you live? Come to the Palace. Give me your 
address — write to me." But the unhappy creature 
tossed her head, with a proud, unspeakably noble 
movement, and, dragging her child away, without 
one *' Thank you," rushed into the darkness of the 
lane. 

The Emperor, And that woman was the spectre of 
one who has long been dead — ^the wife of a petty 
teacher. 

/. That woman is the Princess Johanna of Sini- 
gaglia, daughter of the Queen of that country, sister 
of the Empress Olivia, and our second cousin, and 
my former playmate. 

The Emperor. I tell you that the Princess Johanna 
of Sinigaglia is dead. 

/. And who are you to bestow death on those 
whom the Creator keeps alive ? 

Hie Emperor, I do deal out death on criminals 
with a single word. Some of them I condemn to a 
living death, and they exist no more than if they 
had ceased to breathe. 

/. You have ofben told me that royal blood is a 
preservative, that royal blood wipes out crime, that 
one single drop of the precious liquor means more 
than the floods spilt by thousands on battle-fields 
and scaffolds. Is it not so ? ** 
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The Emperor. Qeorgina, don't argue with me — I 
hate arguing. 

L But can you deny that Johanna of Sinigaglia is 
still my equal, though married to a teacher ? Come, 
Matthew, you are kind-hearted, and more so than 
any one else belonging to our set. Allow me to 
help Johanna. 

The Emperor. Well, of course we shall have to 
comfort the unfortunate girl in some way, I 
suppose. 

/. Say, in every way, Matthew dear. 

The Emperor. In every way, then ; but it must be 
done secretly, quietly, so that no rumour gets afloat 
of your interest in one whom her own mother has 
openly disclaimed. 

/. A mother's disclaimer of her own flesh and 
blood means disgrace to the mother, and not con- 
demnation of her child's conduct. I have dropped 
Queen Ortrude altogether since her harshness to 
Johanna. 

The Emperor. That's wrong, Georgina. Queen 
Ortrude is a virtuous and pious woman, an excellent 
queen. But no more of this. Send a cheque to the 
wife of John Grey — ^an anonymous cheque. 

/. Fie, Matthew ! Ungenerous ! I would not 
disgrace myself by such an action. 

The Emperor. Johanna will surely guess the origin 
of the cheque. 

/. Very well, then. Yet, Matthew, you would be 
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an angel if you permitted me to send a small note 
with the money. 

The £mperor. I cannot refuse your requests, 
Qeorgina. Write to your former cousin and friend. 
But mind you word the note cautiously. 

So I wrote : " Dear Johanna, will you accept this 
trifle from one who has never ceased to be your 
friend ?— Georgina." 

The next morning I received an answer, elabor- 
ately written, and to the effect that Mr. and Mrs. 
John Qrey, in whom Her Majesty had been gracious 
enough to be interested, needed neither money nor 
any attention whatever frY)m one who had allowed so 
many years to pass without making inquiries as to 
the fate of her second cousin, Johanna Qrey. Thus 
is my sympathy for the runaways rejected ! Lina 
Marina has promised to do her utmost for them. 
She enjoys some kind of freedom, though she dwells 
with evident pleasure on her duties as a morganatic 
consort, on the constraint imposed by her position. 
She is becoming very Royal — I should say, very 
Imperial — indeed. Joachim is muzzled, wrapped up 
in her talents and her &st-fading beauty. 

Angiolina Schulte is still the handsome girl I 
admired when she first came to Court. Her husband 
makes desperate efforts to attain a place in the 
Court circle, and I believe he will die of satisfeu^tion 
the day his wife is invited to a Court ball. But, 
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alas I his wish is unattainable, inaccessible. The 
laws of our etiquette are strict and ruthless. I may 
see Angiolina Schulte as much as I like in private, 
but she cannot even approach the hem of my train 
in public, nor shake hands with one of my ladiea Li 
a word, she is unborn; but, while the unborn babe may 
look forward to light and life, those who are not bom 
to occupy a good place in our presence will never 
be entitled to it, however long they live and strive. 
I am so happy to receive such dear long letters 
from Anna Paulina and yourself. And I am bound 
to write often now, because little Matti has permission 
to stay in my room only during those moments when 
I am occupied with pen and ink. I do not know 
the reason of this arrangement, but writing thus 
bestows a double advantage on me. 

Tour obedient and devoted daughter, 

Qeobqina. 

The Emperor is away with a big hunting-party, 
and will not be back before the end of the week. 

Fraulein Toplitz to Hkr Royal Highness 
THE Duchess von Wildingeh. 

Madam, 

For more than one reason I have been 
obliged to put off immediate obedience to Your Royal 
Highnesses commands. When the Emperor is here. 
Her Majesty never allows me to leave the small 
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btmdoir adjoining her sitting-room. The Empress 
avoids a tii&-^tAe with her enamoured and long- 
suffering husband. Alas! Madam, in the Imperial 
manage things go from bad to worse. This is no 
hearsay, no mere handmaiden's tale. What my eyes 
see, what my ears hear, my hand needs must write 
to the best among mothers, to Your Royal Highness, 
my benefisustress, my kind and gracious Lady. 

The Empress uses the Emperor very badly. I 
could not so treat — my cat, though the animal plays 
with my woollen shawl till she tears it to pieces. 
Your Royal Highness commands me to be perfectly 
sincere, and to speak as freely of the matters that 
concern your august daughter as I would speak of 
my own, and which, under any other circumstances, 
I should never dare to breathe. Fraulein Lili does 
not tell the truth. Your Royal Highness must not 
believe a tithe even of her reporta And who could 
know better, and more, as regards the Imperial 
couple than one who, like my humble and respectfril 
self, does not budge from the blessed little boudoir ? 
There I am screened by a huge paravcTU. The 
Emperor does not suspect that he is not alone with 
his wife, and my presence means security to the . 
Empress. She believes that some instinct will keep 
her husband from kissing her, with me a few steps 
from them. But what prevents this natural action 
on his part is your daughter's attitude. Madam and 
noble Lady. She is so cold to the Emperor that not 
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even a cowboy would accept the like treatment at 
the hands of his wife. The Empress never deigns to 
accompany the Emperor to the station when he 
leaves, nor to meet him on his return. They never 
address each other except on official occasions, and 
about matters concerning the Court. Her Majesty 
is more than ever taken up by the dressing of her 
wonderful hair, and in this Fraulein Lili encourages 
her. The Empress is haughty and unforgiving. 
She once looked upon the Emperor with love and 
kindness, but from the day she met an actress who 
wore a bracelet of exactly the same design as Her 
Majesty's, without one word of reproach to her 
husbandi she sent a small parcel to his apartments, 
a parcel containing her own bracelet, and every 
tie of affection seemed broken between them. The 
Emperor repents sincerely, and is more than ever 
in love with the Empress, but as he sees that she 
displays a kind of abhorrence whenever he endeavours 
to approach her, he is beginning to abandon the 
enterprise. So the Empress is left to herself. Only 
Lina Marina, Fraulein Lili and myself are admitted 
to her private apartments. 

Madam, for months have I hesitated before doing 
what Tour Royal Highness deems my duty, and now 
with trembling do I commend myself to Your Royal 
Highness's discretion and to the mercy of Qod. I 
have copied a page or two out of Her Majesty's diary 
— the principal pages, I must say. I fervently pray 
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that I may thus become the instrument of Her 
Majesty's happiness. I here enclose the copy, faith- 
ful and exact, of one of the last pages Her Majesty 
has written. The Empress generally gets up long 
before dawn, and writes while every one in the Palace 
is still asleep. 

TOPLITZ. 

Extract from the Diary of Georgina, Empress 
OF Areineureich. 

Shall I try to make him believe I am mad ? I 
want to torment him till he loves me with a love &r 
greater than that he once gave me, and which even 
now is mine. . . . He is always in fear lest I should 
resemble mother and grandmamma, and all the lugu- 
brious line of ancestors to whom I am indebted for 
my bizarre tastes. Oh my husband ! I love thee, 
but with a love so strong that it assumes the ways 
of hate. Thou hast betrayed me and trampled on 
my dreams ; and I am the Empress, a woman who 
should not harbour the passions and unrest of a 
woman. No one must know, no one suspect. 

Among the men who with bowed heads approach 
me there is one, the handsomest and noblest, who 
scarcely dares to lift his eyes to my fisice, whose 
breath quickens when I look into his eyes, whose 
stalwart figure sways if I address a word to him. 
He loves me — aye, even as I love Matthew, and like 
us he bums in the fierce famaco of, love. 
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Is it wrong for me to dwell upon this, and to find 
a certain solace in the feeling that my pain and the 
sufferings of that young man are closely akin ? He 
cannot address me. He never remains more than a 
few seconds in my presence, and yet when he is not 
among the crowd of courtiers and equerries, I miss 
him, because I feel certain that he pities me. And 
he is jealous, poor boy — jealous of Matthew, of his 
own Emperor ! Ah ! if he were aware of the terrible 
truth ! . . . 

I think Matthew's suspicions are aroused He 
watches me. ... So I smile upon the ardent youth. 
His name — his Christian name only will I write 
down here — Siegfried. He is called after one of the 
heroes whom my cousin King Frederic worships. I 
must make Matthew almost certain that I love 
Siegfried. I am naught but a child and a mad- 
woman. 

My hair! my wondrous, amber-coloured hair — 
my hair, russet as the colour of autumn leaves — ^how 
it lies around me in its abundant glory ! I have now 
pulled the great perfumed waves over my fisice till I 
see nothing but the glimmer of my lamp. 

Areina is asleep, and the whole Palace, and the 
treasures in the Imperial vaults, perhaps even the 
guards in their watch over that ever-hungry coffin. 
Does Matthew dream of me ? And Siegfried ? 

Little Matti is a cruel boy, and clever. I wish he 
were not my child, and yet I would not have him be 
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the child of another, and I could not live without the 
pressure of his angry fingers around my wrists, when 
he says, '* Mother, you must ! " 

The Duchess von Wildingen to Fraulein 

TOPLITZ. 

8chlos8 Taarbruck* 

Dear Fraulein, 

I am very grateful for all the good you are 
trying to do. My daughter writes that she is 
delighted with your services. I shall commend you 
to my son-in-law. Do go on sending some of those 
thrilling pages. You are really helping us in a mar- 
vellous way. My daughter is making a sad mistake 

when she says that I am Never mind. She is 

my daughter, and an Empress, and faultless^ and 
beautiful. 

The Emperor of Areineureich to his Mother-in- 
law, THE Duchess von Wildingen. 

Dear Mother, 

I am very much obliged to you for the 
deep interest you take in my wife and myselE But 
the Empress's sentiments and actions cannot be dis- 
cussed even between her mother and her husband, 
and I should feel grateful if you would henceforth 
avoid any allusions to the subject. 

Your affectionate son, 

Matthew, I. 
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Qeorgina, Ebcpress of Areineureioh, to Her 
Majesty the Queen of Prestoli. 

Imperial Palace^ 
AreincL 

Dear Anna Paulina, 

I have allowed the days to drag themselves 
through my monotonous life without finding a 
moment which I could call my own. Mother is be- 
coming very cold and very unkind to me. She pries 
into my actions, threatens and scolds me in every one 
of her letters. I am very peculiar, but while the 
people around me are obliged not to notice my 
peculiarities, my own mother seems to delight in 
emphasizing them. To her the fact that I never 
wear a pair of shoes and stockings more than a few 
hours, and that I order a hundred pairs of shoes every 
month is unwarrantable folly. Does she not remem- 
ber our preposterous wealth, and the natural 
demoralizing effect of gold and power upon 
humanity ? She should be thankful that I have not 
yet turned into a Roman or Byzantine Augusta. I 
despise jewelry and brocades. Corruption is not in 
my line. . . . 

Anna Paulina^ don't you believe that we walk 
along preceded by two shadows — the shadow of what 
we might have been, were all our best qualities and 
aspirations united and transformed into a human 
being, and the shadow created by our actual defects ? 
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Both these impalpable companions become our 
counsellors by turns. . . . But perhaps you also 
will judge me harshly if I go on writing these 
absurdities ? . . . 

Johanna of Sinigaglia that was, has asked me and 
lina Marina to take tea with her in her cottage. 
Can I refuse ? I might disobey orders, and go 
secretly. 

Angiolina Schulte, the wife of the Emperor's 
dentist, called on me this morning. Before noon I 
can receive persons who do not belong to the nobility 
— ^the ante-meridians, as I call them. You should 
see my ladies retreat from my apartments when such 
as Angiolina enter the Imperial precincts. I cannot 
help thinking that Angiolina is very unhappy, and 
does not love her husband in the least. She enter- 
tains the same feelings towards him as my ladies 
towards her. He left her with me for more than an 
hour. She talks to me freely — she even touches my 
arm when she is particularly excited, aud this often 
happens. What if my ladies saw her handling their 
Empress with such laisser-ailer ! 

I asked Angiolina to accompany me on my visit 
to the cottage of the Princess Johanna of Sinigaglia. 
Can you believe that at first she refused flatly, and 
with a vehemence so strong that even in her, whose 
conversation is often ardent, even passionate, the 
violent tones and gestures were unusual. At last 
I succeeded in prevailing upon her to accompany 
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me as £»* as the lane. I oould not ride out of the 
town and into the suburbs alone, and how to get rid 
of my equerries — three in number — still remains a 
problem. Angiolina promises she will see to that. 
She is very skilful. 

Fraulein Toplitz is getting more youthfully in- 
clined every day — she has discarded her plain dresses 
for ifoapories toilettes. She looks rather grotesque, 
but is so attentive, and good to the core besidea 
Fraulein Lili pretends there is a young officer 
lurking behind Toplitz's extraordinary curls. And 
oh ! Anna Paulina, she paints her face ! Poor, poor 
dear Toplitz I I am so sorry. I am so fond of her 
that I am ashamed to laugh. 

I am pleased to hear of your delightful villegiature. 
. . . Oh, to bask in the sunlight by the sea, to 
follow the humming of bees from rose to rose ! . . . 
Matthew has promised me a superb present — a 
yacht. And then I will sail to you, dear Anna 
Paulina. . . • 

Angiolina Schulte started and turned pale jfh&a 
I spoke of Johanna's wretched shawl and pinched 
£bu^, and she asked me, "Did you see that man, 
John Grey, the cause of so many misfortunes? — 
What endless grief he has sown ! " 

"Why do you speak so, Angiolina?" I asked. 
" Do you deny the power of love ? Is John Grey 
guilty because the Princess loved him ? And who 
can tell whether their poverty is not richer by far. 
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than the treasures that I possess, and more enviable, 
and dearer to them ? Who can tell whether Johanna 
does not consider her lot brighter than either yours 
or mine ? " 

"Yes, indeed," replied Schulte's wife; "Johanna 
is happier than Your Majesty, and far happier than 
me. For that reason I would snatch from her the 
ragged shawl, and demand of her, ' Who are you that 
you should taste the bliss that has been denied to so 
many? . . . and to me! — Rank and power were 
yours — ^you lived in a royal palace, amidst unrivalled 
gardens ; others, penniless orphans, had nothing but 
love — and that love was taken from them and 
lavished upon you/" 

" But, Angiolina," I remonstrated, "you are unjust. 
How could the love of Johanna and John Grey have 
injured any one— unless " 

"Your Majesty is right," answered Angiolina, 
trying to recover herself. *'I speak too bitterly. 
But there are moments when the tongue is un- 
controllable." 

" Are you not happy, Prau Schulte ? " 

She shivered, and said quietly, "I am a happy 
wife. My husband loves me. But the strangeness 
of my fete preys on my mind. I do not know whose 
daughter I am, and before I married"— she blushed 
and sighed — "before I married, I met the man who 
might have been all in all to me. Circumstances 
came between ua Then Dr. Schulte came. Your 

P 2 
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Majesty knows the rest of the tale — a commonplace 
story, after all; but can we help feeling at times 
that our own heart is the only place in the world 
where deadly conflict is waged, that we are the centre 
of the universe, the ultimate cause and effect ? " 

Angiolina smiled sadly, and I answered, " I also 
feel that my heart is the beginning and end of 
Creation, the goal to whose splendid heights Fain 
and Pleasure point with outstretched arm. But 
I thought that I had that delusion only because 
I was bom a princess and am now an empress who 
sits on a powerfiil throne." 

" Alas ! Madam," said Angiolina^ '' we are all of us 
bom princes and princesses, empresses and emperors 
to ourselves. I shall certainly accompany Your 
Majesty in the call on the ex-Princess of Sinigaglia. 
Does Your Majesty know that her name is never 
mentioned in Estaia, nor throughout the whole 
kingdom is there any one who cares to remember 
the Princess Johanna? Photographers were busy 
for weeks over the destmction of her portraits, and 
her pictures in her mother's palace are covered with 
crape. She is the disgrace of her family, the Marina 
Falieri of the dynasty. And her sisters? — ^They 
dare not receive letters from her, but the Princess 
Wilhelma writes. The Empress, her other sister, is 
a prisoner, a wretched slave almost distraught with 
fears. And her fether, the Prince Consort ? Pooh ! 
he sits gazing into his wife's huge slippers." 
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Angiolina speaks bitterly of the last month she 
spent in Estaia. I imagine something very dis- 
agreeable must have happened to her there. . . . 
This is a gossiping letter. Tou cannot complain of 

my silence, now. 

Your 

Geobgina. 



Fbaulein Toplitz to Her Royal Highness the 
Duchess von Wildingen. 

Madam, 

Your Royal Highness's graciousness fills 
my heart with unutterable joy. So the Empress 
has deigned to mention my humble name in Her 
Majesty's letters to Her August Mother! This is 
exceeding kind, and I feel myself unworthy of such 
£sivour. Fraulein Lili is, after all, a good girl, and 
the pleasant discovery she has made about one of 
her cousins makes her the centre of a good many 
attentions here, especially from my nephew Herbert, 
the Emperor's Kammer-Diener. It seems that Frau- 
lein Lili has a distant relative, a cousin, who is a 
lord, a real live lord ; Irish, not English, and hand- 
some and wealthy, and nothing shocked by Lili's 
position at the Palace. He calls on her frequently 
and has taken quite a fancy to me, so that I have 
more reasons than one for obeying Your Royal 
Highness's injunction and leaving the Empress in 
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the Emperor^s company. But this has brought no 
change whatever in their mutual sentiments, and 
the Emperor is away in one of his shooting-lodges, 
where he spends most of his time. Lina Marina 
stays an hour with Her Majesty twice a week. She 
is dreadfully altered — has looked like a spectre of 
her former self ever since she discovered that Prince 
Joachim is in love with the queer little wife of the 
Court dentist, Doctor Schulte. Angiolina Schulte 
does not encourage the Prince, who showers flowers 
and attentions of all kinds upon her, but, most 
singularly, Lina Marina has not ceased to show Frau 
Schulte a great deal of a£Pection. 

Lina Marina lives in great splendour in her 
palace. I have! seen her apartments there. They 
suggest fairyland, and are filled with wonderful 
statues and many fountains. Lackeys glide silent 
as shadows along the marble pavement of the wide 
halls. The scent of exotic flowers emanating from 
her conservatories is so strong that I had to keep 
my kerchief quite close to my nose even while I 
delivered Her Majesty's message. But Lina Marina 
is even prouder and more distant than the Empress. 
She bowed me in and out with quite a regal air. 
I should not be surprised to hear that that woman 
had committed a crime or two in her life. She is 
as successful and as impudent as any adventuress 
with whom I have met. I beg Your Royal High- 
ness's pardon — I should not speak in such an 
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off-hand manner even of the morganatic spouse of 
a Prince. 

The Empress tells most of her intimate thoughts 
and plans to lina Marina, and Her Majesty even 
takes tea in a private manner with the ex-prima 
donna. The arrangements for these visits of the 
Empress to the Palace of Prince Joachim are all 
made by me and by Fraulein Lili. Her Majesty 
leaves the Imperial Palace in a small landaulette 
incognita. A gentleman, young in years and appear- 
ance, but of whose rank and name I am still ignorant, 
often asks to meet the Empress. . . . 

The Duchess von Wildingen to her Daughter, 
THE Empress of Areineubeich. 

Qeoboina darling, 

First of all, I must mention the matter 
that is uppermost in my mind. Do be kinder than 
ever to Fraulein Toplitz. She has of late rendered 
me more than one good service in favour of my 
Orphan Guild, and sent me such precious informa- 
tion concerning Charity Institutions in Areineureich. 
— I do not quite approve of your visit to Johanna 
Qrey. What a plain, commonplace, monosyllabic 
name! Remember, Qeorgina, one has to become 
hard-hearted. Monarchs are paid to display respect- 
ability. A hundred to one that Anna Paulina would 
never dream of extending even the smallest of her 
fingers to one who has thrown herself into a ditch. 
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But then you are — you, and you have a very 
indulgent husband. Of course he need not suspect 
your intentions, and who would betray you? No 
one really cares enough for your welfare to do that 
— except your mother, and I do not interfere in the 
least. 

Olivia is sat upon by that big, abominable woman, 
the Princess Radinsky, and Wilhelma wishes to 
remain unwed to the end of her life. That a 
daughter of Queen Ortrude, and the prettiest of the 
three, should wish to become an old maid is a shock 
to us all. . . . Please notice that I do not try to 
hinder you from calling on Johanna, but I ask you 
to reflect. Grievous results might ensue which 
would spoil your peace and good repute. Good- 
night, daughter dear, fair daughter. 

Your loving Mother. 

Georgina, Empress of Areineureich, to her 
Mother, the Duchess von Wildingen. 

Empresses and Queens have neither peace nor 
good repute. They should be above the possibility 
of acquiring any personal reputation whatever. 
However, as I don't believe it lies in Matthew's 
power to be angry with me, I have told him that I 
am taking tea with Johanna Grey and their children 
to-morrow, and he has acquiesced, and thus made 
use of one of his few chances to win me back. The 
necessity for mai]itaining secrecy, in spite of hi^ 
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permissioD, still remains, so I shall ride to the 
cottage with Angiolina, and Lina Marina will join 
us, and we shall play a small comedy. One of us 
must contrive to sprain an ankle or something of 
the kind, so that we get into the cottskge par Tiasard. 
Isn't it absolutely and marvellously absurd ? I listen 
without benefit to the dictates of our rank ; I shall 
never be reasoned out of my contempt. To think 
that the Imperial family set up such a hue-and-cry 
against Idna Marina ! What are stage tricks to our 
tricks, 8*il vous plait ? Sarah Bernhardt and Eleonora 
Duse assume a part but for two or three hours, 
whereas we have to be unreal and deceptive from 
morning to evening. And when, on the way to the 
footlights, one stumbles against one's conscience, 
how quickly one must rise and pretend not to have 
been hurt by the fall ! 

Fraulein Toplitz craves my approbation of her 
infatuation. She is in love with an Irishman, a lord, 
and second cousin to my second maid lili. Her 
delight is boundless. And I must put it on record 
that the said individual lays down his title, fortune 
and heart, at her colossal feet. Do you remember, 
mother, that King Frederic once asked, "Who is 
that awful woman whose foot is like the coffin of a 
three*year-old child ? " And her nose ! — so small, so 
lost to sight that every one wonders how the tiny bit 
of flesh and muscle can survive. 

To-morrow I sbftll write particulars about Jobanos^ 
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and her home, and tell you how the whole oomedy 
has gone oS. Lina Marina offers to sprain her ankle 
by fisdling from her horse. Angiolina seems more 
fitted to the part. 

Angiolina Schulte to Lina Mabina. 

Deab Friend, 

My husband is very nervous about that 

mare the Empress gave me, and altogether about my 

visit to the Greys. Could he not accompany us on 

our expedition ? 

Angiolina Schulte. 

Lina Marina to Angiolina Schulte. 

Of course, dear one. Her Majesty does not object 

to his presence, — as why should she ? To-morrow 

at three. Good-bye. 

Lina Marina. 

Fraulein TOputz to Her Royal Highness the 
Duchess von Wildingen. 

Madam, 

May Tour Royal Highness be graciously 
disposed towards the communication that I am bold 
enough to make! Lord Willie Dashby has asked 
me to become his wife. This is to me an event of 
unmitigated happiness; only the thought that I 
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shall be obliged to leave the service and Court of 
your august daughter can mar my joy. Lord Willie 
is young and handsome. He has given me three 
dozen lovely kerchiefs, with huge coronets traced in 
red in the comer. Lord Willie must return to Ireland 
to obtain his parents' consent. I feel sure Your 
Royal Highness will pardon my audacity, but I could 
not help communicating the news to the Illustrious 
Lady who has always been so good to me since the 
day, thirty years ago, when I entered Schloss 
Taarbruck for the first time. I was then twenty, 
and Your Royal Highness the fiiirest among eligible 
princesses. I know Lord Willie might be my son, 
but somehow I am younger than he. I jump back to 
my teens in his presence. How he came to love me 
still remains a mystery. But he does love me ! I 
look forward to Your Royal Highness's good wishes, 
and remain ever Your Royal Highness's devoted 
servant, 

T6PLITZ. 

FniULEiN LiLi to her Mother. 

Imperial Palace^ 
Areina. 

Dear Mother, 

The old goose has stretched out her 
wrinkled neck and the noose now encircles it. She 
possesses at least three thousand lauis cFor. Willie 
is trying to get them out of the thick-headed lump. 
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She raves with love, and is finnljr convinced that 
the Irish lord is smitten with her charma The 
Empress herself shakes with laughter, and the 
Emperor has sent his second physician to inquire 
after the Fraulein's mental state. Hurrah ! The 
three thousand shall be ours! 

LiLI. 



Geobgina, Empress of Areineureich, to the 
Duchess von Wildingen. 

Dear Mother, 

I pass over the trifling incidents which 
preceded our entrance into the lane where Angiolina 
Schulte had promised to fall from her horse and 
sprain her ankle. But on our way Joachim joined 
us, much to his wife's astonishment, and, I may say, 
annoyance. He does not seem to look up to Lina 
Marina as much as he used to. But then, who is in 
love after a few years of conjugal wear and tear ? 
Matthew may stand as a bewildering exception. 
Well, directly he heard our plan, Joachim declared 
he could not allow Angiolina to run even the smallest 
chance of a risk. Schulte protested, and said his 
Angiolina was only too happy to render a slight 
service to the Empress; and the discussion might 
have ended in a quarrel but for an awkward stum- 
bling movement made by Joachim's spirited Irish 
hunter, aud Joachim was sent right over the animars 
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head. Did the horse stumble by accident, or was he 
urged against a stone by his rider's own choice? 
We did not inquire into particulars. Joachim was 
pale with suppressed pain, and Doctor Schulte 
declared that the august and enlightened Prince had 
broken his left collar-bone. A broken collar-bone 1 
Much preferable to a sprained ankle ! We all 
alighted, protected from the gathering crowd by our 
equerries. 

This happened in front of a cottage, but not 
Johanna's dwelling. Still, Joachim walked up to 
the low gate where the Grey family stood, the fother 
holding a little boy in his arms. Johanna came up 
to us. She has retained the manners and gait of a 
Royal lady, whereas John Grey shook hands with me 
and Joachim without getting rid of his small whim- 
pering charge. He is decidedly handsome, and 
holds his head well erect. Johanna asked us to 
walk in. 

The house bears token of unmistakable poverty 
and unceasing effort to keep every comer of it as clean 
as possible. The dingy sitting-room was filled with 
flowers — tuberoses, jessamine and tulips, a glorious 
collection whose acquisition must have taken all the 
resources of the fitmily, and which looked humiliated 
to be seen in such a place. Old pla}rthings, a wax 
pulcinello with his woollen interior coming out, were 
thrust in a heap behind an arm-chair. Angiolina 
Schulte's lovely eyes gazed on everjrthing with a 
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glance of dull incredulity, and whenever Johanna 
approached her, rose and dropped a low reverence. 

'' Please, please," said Johanna, hiding her swollen 
fingers beneath a bit of ragged lace ; " please forget 
Estaia. Tou are here in the house of Mrs. John 
Grey." 

The little girl played with iny riding-whip and, 
caressing the gilt handle, asked timidly, " What is 
this?" 

"A whip." 

" No, no," repeated the child ; " what is this ? " 

"A handle." 

''No; this," and she struck the metal with her 
tiny fist. " This ? " She pointed to the incorrupt- 
ible metal, source of every corruption. 

" Gold. That is gold, child." 

"Gold? What is gold?" 

The idea came upon me that the little girl had 
never seen gold before, and my eyes filled with tears. 
Then she asked me — 

" Beautiful lady, do you ever cry ? " 

I nodded assent. 

•* How many times a day do you cry ? " 

"Well, child, I do not cry every day. There 
are even days and days when I never cry at all." 

She looked at me dubiously, then whispered, 
" Mother cries every day, three and four times a day, 
but never when father is there." Then she asked 
gravely, " Who are you ? " 
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" The Empress of Areineureich." 

" Oh, then you are the lady of the fairy tale, who 
drops pearls and diamonds and roses out of her mouth 
every time she speaks." 

Johanna came up and said, *' Qeorgina, little Maik 
is very intrusive, I know. Leave the lady's side, 
Maik" But the child clung to me, and said, '' She 
is an Empress. I am waiting to pick up the pearls 
and diamonds that will run down from her 
mouth." 

While this was going on, Angiolina was being 
made very uncomfortable by her husband, who 
insisted upon her sitting with him on the so& where 
Joachim had been laid. Joachim was feverish and 
excited, and Lina's attentions got on his nervea As 
she strove to undo his sleeve, " Your hands are awk- 
ward and heavy," said he ; '* let Mrs. Schulte touch my 
arm with her gentle fingers." Doctor Schulte and 
Lina Marina might have shown some signs of jealousy, 
but they did not; Angiolina, instead of complying 
with the Prince's request, sat perfectly still, while 
Joachim went on moaning and pleading for her 
assistance . . . What new game is Joachim up to ? 
Is he making love to Angiolina ? . . . I have given 
you every detail so far of that notable after- 
noon, but still the most important event is left 
untold. . . . 

John Grey was soon engaged in a whispered con- 
versation with Angiolina, and Johanna saw to the 
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removal of the children, who were becoming boister- 
ous. Then arrived a dish of rolls and a tray borne 
by a woman in grey, with a white collar ; a woman 
plain but attractive in features, tall, supple, and 
altogether so unlike a parlour-maid that I stared at 
her, and she returned my stare with unaffected ease. 
It is not every day that a maid bearing a tray, a maid 
in a suburban cottage, can gaze upon an Empress. 
Mechanically she deposited the tray and the dish 
upon the table, then walked back to the door ; but 
on the threshold she stopped and slowly took in the 
whole aspect of the room with all its inmates. 
Quietly her eyes wandered from face to £skce, with 
dignity and self-possession. Her fingers were on the 
door, ready to push it open, when once more she 
looked back, and as her glance fell upon Doctor 
Schulte, with one short cry she ran across the room 
to the place where I stood, and, grasping my arm, 
exclaimed in fluttering, supplicating accents — 

'' That man ! " and she pointed to the doctor, " that 
man, he is my husband — ^my lawful husband ! And 
he will be answerable to God for his sins. You are 
the wife of the Emperor, the ruler of this land. 

Tell the Emperor that my husband has " But, as 

she uttered the last words, she stopped short; her 
grasp on my arm relaxed, and she shivered from 
head to foot. Doctor Schulte now stood beside her, 
and looked straight into her eyes. 

" So you have escaped, have you ? " said he in slow, 
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icy tones, while the wretched creature seemed to 
shrivel and diminish beneath his gaze. "Madam/' 
added the Doctor, turning to me, "I beg Your 
Majesty's pardon for the impertinence of this — lady 
— my sister." 

" Your wife ! Your wife ! " put in the forlorn 
woman. 

"My sister," said the Doctor firmly. "She has 
been for years insane, and shut up in the asylum at 
Oceles. She tried once or twice to fling herself out 
of window there, and her reason, which she lost at 
my mothers death, has never again refcumed to 
her." 

" Do not believe him ! do not believe him ! " 
gasped the woman, while the spectators of this 
incredible scene tried to prevent me from hearing 
her broken sentences. 

I pushed Johanna and John Qrey aside, for I was 
resolved to be as well informed as possible con- 
cerning the sister of Doctor Schulte — or his wife. 

" Pooh I " said the Doctor, " madwomen are liars 
— that is well known. Your estimate of your 
position will never hold against mine, poor Eliza. I 
must get you back to your comfortable home and 
the care of your kind physician." 

" You have deceived him, too, as you would deceive 
Her Majesty," sobbed the miserable woman, while 
Lina Marina took hold of one of her hands s}rmpa- 
thetically. 
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" There, there ! be quiet, be reasonable, Eliza " 
said Schulte, with a paternal gesture and a pat on 
her shoulders. ** There, there ! I will allow you to 
stay here with your friends, Mr. and Mrs. Grey, till 
Christmas, if you are good. But leave off this 
comedy. Remember this lady is the Empress of 
Areineureich." 

" Yes, yes, I know she is the Empress Georgina, 
and this is my only chance of escape — my only 
chance. Madam, have mercy ! Oh, Madam, listen 
to my tale ! " She had &llen on her knees before 
me, and with clasped hands raised her desperate &/oe 
to mine. 

" Begone ! '* said Schulte to her resolutely, but I 
waved him away. 

** Doctor Schulte, no one has aright to give any 
orders in my presence." 

But Doctor Schulte had lost all control of himself, 
and went so far as to bully his soi-disarU wife, and 
the event might have come to an abrupt end, be- 
cause my anger urged me to leave the place, when 
an unexpected interference brought the whole affair 
to a crisis. Angiolina Schulte, who had so &r 
remained in the background, quietly walked up to 
the front of my chair, and, with a reverence which 
Madame de Pompadour might have envied, craved 
my permission to address the stranger, who still 
remained at my feet, notwithstanding Doctor 
Schulte's persistent efforts to get her away. 
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" Madam," said Angiolina, " I crave Your Majesty's 
permission to have a private interview with this 
lady, who is either my sister-in-law or — or — my 
husband's first wife." 

I bowed acquiescence in Angiolina's desire. I 
was impressed by her tranquil directness. She 
touched Eliza's bowed head. 

" Rise," said she. ** I will not harm you. I am 
Angiolina Schulte, or at least am called so, because 
every one believes that I am his wife." 

" Don't make a fool of yourself, Angiolina," inter- 
posed Doctor Schulte. "I will not allow you to 
speak to this madwoman." 

" If she is your sister, you cannot refuse to let me 
do my duty by her. If she is not — ^you shall not 
prevent me from learning the truth." 

Doctor Schulte quailed and receded, and Angiolina 
put her arm round Eliza's waist. 

Lina Marina now stepped forward. ""JiVill Her 
Majesty give me precious permission to add one 
word?" 

" Yes, Lina," I said, " you may speak ; and, first of 
all, I wish to say that Mrs. Schulte's decision to 
inquire into Eliza's condition is perfectly right, and 
pleases me well" 

" Yet, Angiolina dear," said Lina Marina, " think for 
a moment before you take the word of one whom 
your husband declares irresponsible. Your husband 
has never given you any cause to doubt his 

Q 2 
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loyalty, and he has shown you every kindness and 
affection." 

But Angiolina's set lips and determined attitude 
cooled Lina Marina's eloquence, and the two women 
retreated to the adjoining room, which was the 
nursery. 

Grave and solemn was the assembly over which 
I presided in thrilling silence. The privileges of 
Royalty now encompassed me. No comments, no 
allusions, no reproaches could be made while I looked 
from one face to the other, noting that the Doctor's 
under-lip and beard quivered, that he looked sud- 
denly older and more bent; that Lina Marina's 
excitement was quite strikingly out of proportion to 
her personal interest in the matter; that John Grey 
was preposterously pale ; and that Johanna, all un- 
consciously, had assumed the same aspect of severe 
dignity as was manifested by me towards the persons 
present. We, Johanna and myself, were above and 
beyond the pale of human events ; a kind of mute 
sympathy united me with the daughter of kings and 
queens, with the only creature there who was bom 
and felt like me. In silent obedience to our 
traditions, we moved towards each other, and soon 
stood aloof from the anxious knot of inferiors, among 
whom the fine and careworn features of Johanna's 
husband were conspicuous. But she had forgotten 
him. Urged by the secret instincts whose utterance 
love had smothered, she now acted as one apart, as 
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the member of a lofty brotherhood separated from 
the rest of mankind. 

"Oh, Qeorgina, what is this?" she exclaimed. 
And then in a whisper, "My maid has been with 
me for a few days only. She has given no signs of 
madness — ^none whatever, and has not given the 
smallest cause for complaint. We are obliged to 
keep only one servant. She does the cooking, and I 
look after the children." 

Again my eyes fell on Johanna's reddened and 
swollen hands, and I recalled the former delicacy of 
her slim and tapering fingers. That the blue blood 
consecrated by the will of God, and by centuries of 
ardent devotion of nations should run in those dark 
greenish veins seemed a thing marvellous and 
calamitous to me. We may speak and act, and even 
try to think, like the people with whom we come 
into touch, but whatever happens, we remain chosen 
individuals. It was with a regal demeanour that 
Johanna went on giving a minute account of her 
poverty and her humble position — 

"Yesterday I helped Eliza to make a pie. We 
had a little chat together. She is pleasant and well 
bred. Qeorgina, is it possible that Doctor Schulte 
may be something to her? He acknowledges her 
as his sister. — Qeorgina, I have always been afraid 
of Doctor Schulte. His marriage was such a 
singular affair, too. It took place almost immedi- 
ately afi^ — afUr ^" She stammered, and with 
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that awkward gesture of hers tried again to hide 
her hands beneath the bit of lace that adorned her 
corsage. Then she gazed straight before her to 
where John Grey, his handsome head well erect, 
towered above Doctor Schulte's diminutive figure. 
One short glance at the face whose every feature 
she adored recalled Johanna to her position, and 
with a dignity more womanly than regal, she con- 
tinued : " After I went away with the man I loved, 
with John Grey, Angiolina entered into her loveless 
marriage. — What can they be confiding to each 
other ? " And Johanna pointed to the door. 

The sound of voices came fi'om within. A few 
minutes of breathless expectation, and Angiolina 
Schulte entered — alone. Her husband rushed to 
meet her, and Lina Marina followed close on his 
heels. But there was that on her face and in her 
whole appearance that made both the Doctor and 
Lina Marina stop suddenly. Schulte's fingers clutched 
the comer of the table against which he rested his 
swaying body to prevent himself from billing. 
Lina Marina gave a low, tragic cry. " My child ! " 

Angiolina came up to me and, kissing my ex- 
tended hand with feverish lips, said, " I crave Your 
Majesty's permission to leave her presence at once 
— and alone." 

" You may go, Angiolina," said I. " One of the 
equerries shall show you the way out of the suburb." 

" Alone, alone ! " pleaded Angiolina. 
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" Yes, you may go alone, dear." 

Again she kissed my hand, and turned away. 
Schulte and Joachim joined her in two strides, just 
as she had opened the door. She turned sharply 
round and peremptorily exclaimed, " I said * alone.' ** 
Soon we heard the clattering of her horse's hoofe. 

Schulte was about to leave the room, forgetting 
himself so &r as not to take leave of the Empress or 
the mistress of the house. I said to John Qrey, who 
had remained dumb-stricken and motionless, "No 
one shall leave this room before I permit them to 
do so." 

John Qrey touched the Doctor's sleeve, but the 
hapless man moved as one in a nightmare. John 
Grey then spoke to him : " The Empress forbids you 
to depart." But Schulte appeared not to under- 
stand, and walked on. Then John Qrey repeated in 
stentorian tones, "You cannot go. Her Majesty's 
commands must be obeyed." 

" Send a messenger to the Palace," said I. " Lina 
Marina and Joachim must have a carriage. I shall 
ride back, but not yet; not before the wife of 
Doctor Schulte has had time to regain her home 
in peace." 

As I said " the wife of Doctor Schulte," the Doctor, 
who had not lifted his eyes to my face, rushed for- 
ward eagerly : " My wife ! Angiolina is my wife, miy 
only wife ! Your Majesty must not believe the 
claim of an impostor, a madwoman ! I can prove 
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she is but a madwoman. The physician's letters 
concerning her mental state are in my possession. 
She is my sister — my sister Eliza!" 

"Please, Doctor Schulte, forbear. The Empress 
is not used to scenes and to violence ; forbear," said 
John Grey. 

Swiftly and stealthily a shadow glided between 
the Doctor's trembling form and me, and once more 
the mysterious woman stood &ce to &ce with the 
man whom she persisted in calling her husband. 
"Doctor Schulte," said she meekly, '*the hour of 
atonement is at hand. I did not seek vengeance, 
but my craving for justice has not proved vain. 
You are doomed. The adorable being whom you 
call your wife, and whom you love, has seen the 
proofs of your villainy." 

" There are no proofs," gasped the Doctor, heedless 
of the half-avowal betrayed by these words. 

"Doctor Schulte," said I, "you must retire. It 
now* lies with you to make your explanation of these 
events clear and acceptAble to the Emperor. Lina 
and Joachim, we will stop here till the Doctor is well 
on his way towards the town." . • . 

Mother dear, empresses are not wont to philoso- 
phize nor to think of much but themselves, yet as 
the inan disappeared, as Eliza in her turn left the 
small parlour, I took my head between my hands 
and felt as if angels or devils were trying to fly away 
with it. 
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On the morning that followed these Sophoclean 
scenes, the Emperor's High Chamberlain sent me 
the official version of my visit to Johanna's cottage. 
It ran thus — 

*' It has been the pleasure of Her Gracious Majesty 
the Empress to ride out with His Imperial Highness 
Prince Joachim and train. Two ladies, a gentleman, 
and three equerries had the honour of accompanying 
Her Majesty." (The names of Lina Marina and of 
the Schultes were purposely omitted — Lina Marina 
is a non-existent personage in official eyea) ''In 
one of the lanes that lead out of the town and on 
the road to the Imperial summer residence which 
Her Majesty visits fipom time to time, the horse of 
His Imperial Highness Prince Joachim took fright, 
bolted and finally stumbled. Unwilling to use whip 
or spur on the handsome animal, the Prince, though 
an excellent horseman, lost his balance, fell and in- 
jured his shoulder. Soon a crowd gathered, and 
shouts of relief and gratitude to Heaven arose when 
the people learned that the Prince was but slightly 
injured. Such is the respect and affection bestowed 
upon the Imperial family by every class, that the 
women present waved the handkerchiefs that were 
still wet with their tears. One of the commoners, 
whose humble dwelling stood in front of the place 
where the accident happened, a Mrs. Qrey (sic\ 
hesitatingly expressed the hope that His Imperial 
Highness would deign to honour her roof by con- 
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descending to be carried into her cottage. Qradously 
Prince Joachim acceded to Mra Qrey's request, and 
Her Majesty the Empress herself entered this house. 
The Empress was anxious to see that the sprained 
shoulder should be well attended to. After a few 
minutes, the Imperial party took leave of Mrs. Grey, 
the Empress bestowing a smile and words of kind- 
ness upon every one present. Prince Joachim was 
taken back by his equerries to his palace, while Her 
Majesty joined the Emperor in the Imperial gardens." 
Ah, mother, is &lsehood, then, the indispensable 
companion of our every movement ? 

Tour devoted 

Georgina. 

Angiolina Schulte to John Grey. 

You asked me the other day in what way you 

had been the ruin of my life. That man who is 

not my husband asked me to become his wife on the 

very day the Princess Johanna told me that you 

desired to prove that there was no love between us. 

And yet that very morning . . . From depths of 

misery as infinite as the happiness I had dreamed of 

possessing and bestowing, do I send you — what is 

worse than forgiveness and worse than maledictions 

— my utter despair. May it mingle with your every 

breath. 

Angiouna. 



Digitized by 



Googk 



ROYAL LOVERS 235 

Johanna Grey to Angiolina Schultb. 

Areina, 

Angiolina, Angiolina, you have broken my heart, 
as I broke yours that afternoon in Estaia. This is 
justice, and though I writhe under the blow, I am 
uncomplaining. I deceived you, Angiolina, and I 
told an untruth that day in my mother's palace. 
May God forgive me ! But my husband, my beloved 
and once devoted husband, will remain inexorable in 
his contempt for me. I gave up everything to follow 
him, but I also forfeited honour when I lefb Estaia. 
And this he did not know. And this your letter to 
him has revealed ! It is true that he waited in the 
hall for an answer, but not the answer I implored 
you to give, because the desire I expressed in his 
name was not his, but mine — ^mina 

Alas ! Angiolina, I loved him madly, and I was 
then a king's daughter, more cruel and bitter in many 
respects than other women. I had been taught 
to count upon having all that humanity could lavish 
at my feet, and when I found that John longed to 
fly from our Court, and take you away with him, I 
said, " You cannot do that : Angiolina is betrothed 
to another man." 

The lie struck him almost dead; and as he 
recovered, he muttered, "Very well, then; if you 
can prove that this is not a mere Court tale, I will 
go alone." I answered — 
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** Jolm Qrey, trust me, trust the Princess Johanna 
of Sinigaglia. I will question Angiolina and you 
shall learn the truth." 

When I returned to him from you, I said you had 
acknowledged your betrothal, and with the fieilsehood 
still aflame upon my lips, I declared to him that 
wherever he should go, I would go, that I was ready 
to abandon my fiimily and my rank in his £Givour. 
I took the bruised reed between my burning hands. 
John Grey was too unstrung and too unhappy to 
add my wretchedness to his, and as he said, " Very 
well, then; come," I arranged the plan of our 
elopement. 

You know the result. You have seen it : poverty, 
solitude, labour unrequited, and sometimes the 
shadow of hatred towering above what we tried to 
call love. There exists no misfortune unprovoked, 
and mine is entirely my own doing. I trust that 
when I have shown this letter to my husband, and 
thus proved to him that I am not quite lost to the 
knowledge of good and evil, he may be a little more 
merciful to one who renounced all for the sake of 
his love. — And he had almost learnt to love me ! 

Johanna. 
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Obtrude, Queen of Sinigaglia to Lina 
Marina, Countess of Mamorda. 

Dear Lina, 

I am much affected by circumstances 
which compel me to write to you on a subject 
hitherto avoided by our £EimiIy. I had intended to 
maintain for ever my resentment against one whose 
name is forbidden to be mentioned at my Court. 
But the heart of a mother, however smothered by 
pride and wrath, has some right to prove incon- 
sistent. An equerry-in-waiting on the Empress of 
Areineureich has written to one of my ladies that 
the Mrs. Grey with whom the Empress took tea a 
week ago, is no other than — ^my daughter Johanna. 
And a long description of poverty and haggard faces 
and wretchedly-clad children fills the man's letter. 
Will you kindly convert the enclosed cheque into 
cash, and make a personal gift of the sum to the 
guilty and hapless pair ? I suppose I may rely on 
you to keep my action and personal sentiments in 
this matter secret? Much love to Joachim and 
yourself. 

Obtrude, R. 

Please tear up this letter. 
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LiNA Mabina to Her Majesty the Queen of 

SiNIGAQLIA. 

Arema, 

Madam, 

On receipt of Your Majesty's letter, with 
empressemerU and fervour I set out to execute Your 
Royal commands. But when I reached the house 
of Mr. and Mrs. John Qrey, bearing in a purse the 
sum of money, I found the cottage empty, and I 
heard from a neighbour that Mr. John Grey had 
left his house twenty-four hours before, and that 
his wife and children had in their turn disappeared 
shortly after. Apparently, Mrs. Grey had sold her 
last remaining bits of jewelry in order to pay off 
small debts contracted with the butcher and baker. 
She gave no explanation concerning her departure, 
but looked as one forlorn and utterly desperate. 
The neighbours seem to believe there had been 
some kind of estrangement between husband and 
wife. Every one in the lane where they lived thinks 
highly of them, and speaks of their strenuous efforts 
to gain a livelihood. 

I am Your Majesty's humble and devoted Servant, 

LiNA Marina. 
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Doctor Schulte to his Brother, Country 
Physician. 

Deab Brother, 

If my wife, Angiolina Schulte, calls on 
you, as it is her intention to do, refuse to receive 
her, and if you cannot shut your doors upon her, 
in the name of our mother and of our childhood, 
refuse to give her even the slightest particulars 
concerning me or the woman who died in the 
asylum before I married her. I beseech you to 
remain silent. 

Angiolina! I cannot lose Angiolina — do you 
understand? For nights I have lain awake, tor- 
mented by the possibility of never seeing her 
beloved eyes again. Most people, I imagine, would 
be glad to learn that I am suffering ; I am tortured 
as if all the Torquemadas of the Liquisition had set 
their minds on making me the chief among martyrs. 
Yes, brother, I am heart-broken — I count vanity 
and wealth as naught — the Emperor's &vour, the 
bows and smiles of courtiers, my colossal wealth, my 
princely dwelling are to me as if they did not exist. 
I must regain my wife's confidence and her affection. 
She did not love me as a young and beautiful woman 
loves the man of her choice, but she looked up to 
me, she trusted me, she respected — Lord I she was 
the only creature in the world who trusted and 
respected Schulte. — Brother, brother, promise not 
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to reveal who the woman was who died. She is 
dead, I tell you! She is dead! 

SCHULTB. 

The Empbsss of Aeeineureich to His Majesty 
THE Empebor. 

Areinok 

Dear Matthew, 

You are ever a-hunting, chasing the wild 
deer and the birds. When most needed at home, 
the Emperor must spend his time with a few friends 
in one of his distant hunting-lodges ! For you are 
wanted here. Doctor Schulte, whom I have always 
suspected to be a preposterously clever villain, has 
blossomed out in his real character in a most un- 
expected way. It appears he has committed bigamy. 
His wife is still alive. He kept her in a mad-house, 
till the woman broke away. I saw her. Truth is 
written in her fsuae. 

Matti is all right, but still frightens me. What a 
wicked boy have we brought upon the scene of this 
world, you and I ! And he will be Emperor one day 
— will deal out the good and evil that it lies in the 
power of a monarch to scatter along his road ! The 
mischief that child gets into is extraordinaiy. 
Sometimes I think he is worthy of our &tal Wildin- 
gen blood, but there are moments when he reminds 
me of his Spanish ancestors. For they were fierce 
lovers of tragic scenes and dare-devil vocations. 
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Death was ever their fevourite playmate. . . . 
Yesterday Matti crept unseen through the vault to 
the open coffin, the very sight of which makes me 
shudder. Then he leapt into it, and lay there quiet 
and content, with the lurid light of the tall silver 
chandeliers playing upon his face. After twenty 
minutes' enjoyment of the horrible plaisanterie, the 
boy began to whistle, and you may picture to your- 
self the startled exclamations of the officers on 
guard, who almost let their swords drop. Matti 
sprang up like a young deer, and stood erect in the 
coffin, and laughed and laughed, while the men, half- 
relieved, half-stupefied, crossed themselves repeatedly. 
This is quite Spanish, Matthew, andj as the French 
would say, inqui^tant. I cannot help being 
uneasy. . . . 

I have seen some of the princesses this afternoon 
— we were a host of mummies, I assure you. They 
imitate me to perfection, and their voices have 
dropped to a kind of silly twitter. No one can 
understand what they say, so I am spared their 
royal nonsense. I am more irreverent than ever, 
and I am sure you will frown (one of your evanescent 
frowns) over these lines. I hear my ladies call me 
Melancholia. I have not smiled for two months. 
Oh, why are we bom ? — what are we ? — and to what 
shore do we drift ? 

Oeoboina. 
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Princess Wilhelma of Sinigaglia to her 
Sister, the Empress Olivia. 

Dearest Olivia, 

Estaia is becoming a quiet place now that 
the bloom is worn off, the bloom of a Court where 
three eligible Princesses were always plajdng the 
part of Sister Anne in Bluebeard: "Sister Anne, 
Sister Anne, who is coming to the rescue ? Who will 
prevent us from falling into the pit of old-maiden- 
hood ? " And Sister Anne saw the plumes of an 
emperor waving in the wind, and off the Emperor 
carried one of the feir princesses — carried her to a 
land where the fairies are red-haired murderesses. 
And Sister Anne saw the helmet of the knight 
called Love, and it shone bright in the sun, and the 
knight called Love carried the second fair maid 
away to a fate of mystery and darkness. And now 
Sister Anne is alone on the solitary tower, nor does 
she care to continue her amorous watch. Sister 
Anne is content by the hearth which the other two 
have abandoned, and Sister Anne will be what the 
other two would have shuddered to become — a 
queen in her own right. 

This dreadful and crushing news was told to me 
this morning. Our mother is sending the Sinigaglia 
Parliament into alternate fits of surprise, vexation 
and admiration. She declares the crown shall not 
go to that vague nephew of hers who has never left 
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his native German duchy, and would certainly 
convert Diana's temple into a bierhcUle, and as you 
have renounced your right to the throne, and poor 
Johanna has put herself out of the question, I am to 
become the Heiress Apparent of the Crown, in a 
word, the Princess Royal; and I am developing 
great capacities, before unknown to every one, even 
to myself. 

Now, I suppose, my charming old -maidenhood will 
find stout assailants, and be besieged by a half-score 
of princely second sons, anxious to become consorts 
— an honour rusty enough, I must say, and one 
which I should like to bestow on a fine imbecile or 
a very intelligent little monster, a squinting fellow 
who would make life pleasant with his wit and 
sallies, and save me from yawning over my interviews 
with statesmen and chamberlains. But where is the 
handsome imbecile — the witty monkey — to be found ? 

I am already smothered in ermine, and shall take 
precedence of papa, a case as yet unprecedented. 
Poor mamma ! it is a good thing all these political 
arrangements keep her from more sombre thoughts. 
We have no news of Johanna. 'Tis true that we had 
not heard anything about her for years, but then we 
believed she led a simple and perhaps a happy life. 
You know all : her encounter with Qeorgina of Arei- 
neureich, and then her disappearance, and the heart- 
rending tale of her poverty. How is it courtiers 
succeed in forcing us to smile away the impression 
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which clings to and darkens our most intimate 
thoughts ? Yet we go on, pride-encrusted, haughty, 
gracious, lost in the depths of our wonderful and 
despicable self-control. And Johanna, who has been 
brought up to the same standard, is well able to 
understand and excuse our traditional and inevitable 
insensibility. 

Li the meantime, from Court to Court the story 
leaps electrio-Uke. That old cat, the Duchess von 
Wildingen, purrs with joy over it. One must needs 
be a princess oneself not to be bored by the ways of 
princesses. This one, whose daughter is lovely and 
an Empress, dreamt of a monopoly in Imperial sons- 
in-law, and she cannot forgive you for being Sa 
Majesti, and mother for having the privilege of 
calling an emperor " my child." — My child ! Mother 
will never realize that the aflfectionate epithet sits 
on your husband as uneasily as a dove in a bush of 
thorns. Why, mamma could be your husband's 
daughter ! Of course, the Duchess makes straight 
for that fact, revels in it, and grinds your husband's 
years in that most abominable of all saw-mills, her 
quavering, false-teethed mouth. But Georgina's 
jewels are nothing to yours. The splendour of your 
Court surpasses the gloomy grandeur of Georgina's. 
The Empire over which the Emperor, your august 
spouse, holds sway, is immense, mysterious, and half- 
Asiatic ; the pomp which environs you both makes 
you almost divine. On your way the people kneel. 
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and with tears and prayers lift their ecstatio hcea to 
yours. I cannot call Georgina's position second-rate, 
but in many respects yours is superior, more 
attractive to the imagination. .... 

Talking of Georgina, I hear she is making herself 
disliked in Areineureich. Only the respect that has 
been paid for centuries to the dynasty prevents open 
comment on her manners and conduct. Apparently 
she is following in the footprints of her cousin King 
Frederic. She treats her husband de haut en has ; 
her ladies crouch before her like frightened spaniels ; 
she speaks in sepulchral tones, and so low that ears 
at the Court of Areina are becoming long with the 
strain. She wears her immense quantity of hair 
loose on her shoulders ; it reaches the hem of her 
long train, and she listens to its rustling sound as 
she moves, all-absorbed and like a shadow, among 
the wondering and awed groups of courtiers and 
noblemen. A young diplomat who has been recently 
removed from Areina to Estaia has told one of my 
ladies a lot of gossip about the life led by the 
Imperial family. Foreigners do not hesitate to 
declare that Georgina is — stark mad, and the 
Emperor too deeply immersed in his in&tuation for 
her to see that she is making him ridiculous. One 
or two anecdotes I must relate, which will certainly 
amuse your husband and your friend, the Princess 
Eladinsky. Those WUdingens are all degenerates, 
believe me. 
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For instanoe : the Emperor had vainly insisted on 
the advisability of his wife's presence at the station 
when he had to leave Areina on official business. 
Georgina had given a fiat refusal, and so it was 
arranged that " gentlemen only" should wait on the 
Emperor when he left. Last month, his departure 
for one of the northern districts of the Empire was 
pompously announced. An hour before the Emperor 
quitted the Imperial palace, Qeorgina rode out with 
her three equerries. She rode beyond the suburbs, 
&r away from the town. She wore, as usual, a big, 
full-blown red rose over her heart. Suddenly the 
Empress turned her horse's head towards Areina, 
and, with set features, spurred the animal till he 
fied along the road. The equerries tore after her 
like mad. Sparks flew from the flints under the 
swift hoofs. They raced along, till the trees seemed 
to be bowed by a violent tempest as they passed, 
till they saw nothing. At last, breathless, almost 
dead with the exertion, the Empress reined in her 
horse. Without waiting for assistance, she alighted. 
They were in front of the station, and above the 
building a cloud of smoke showed that a train 
was about to steam out. The Empress entered 
the hall, and rushed to the platform, where, in the 
midst of a glittering group, the Emperor stood. 
He glanced at his foam-covered and trembling 
wife with a look almost of agony. She took the 
rose from her breast and gave it to him, while 
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beads of perspiration stood on his brow. He was 
nerving himself for some dreadful scene of mad- 
ness. But Georgina simply threw her arms round 
his neck, wished him a pleasant journey, picked 
up the train of her habit and glided away as pre- 
cipitately as she had come. The officers and princes 
present made the best of the affair, and the news- 
papers gave a plausible account of it, but they did 
not succeed in suppressing the truth. Georgina's 
madness soon became the prevailing topic of 
intimate conversation. 

Another day, as she was crossing a bridge on 
horseback, she noticed some soldiers who, owing to 
the oppressive heat, were bathing in the river. She 
stopped short, drew a sketch-book from her pocket 
and began to sketch away, while the men, all 
unwitting of the honour bestowed upon them, danced 
naked in the cool water below. 

She walks the Palace at night, wrapped in a loose 
garment of white and silver, and to those whom she 
meets she declares, " I am the Moon." Many of the 
noblemen who wait upon the Emperor are madly in 
love with her. Of course she cannot prevent this, but 
somehow it should not be. Now she has taken it into 
that burning head of hers to travel abroad. Probably 
we shall see her arriving here one of these fine morn- 
ings ! Estaia, its temples and myths and gods are in 
her line. She is not Gothic-minded, Uke that cousin 
she is so proud of, Eing Frederic. She inclines 
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towards the classic. I wonder if she is as great an 
ignoramus as we all ? 

Mother has been quite ill since the news about 
Johanna. And what must the children — my 
nephews and yours, after all — ^be like ? Fancy the 
startling mixture of royal blood with the Grey 
lineage ! Quite a pot-pourri. . . . Olivia, is it with 
your consent or your husband's only that the Princess 
Radinsky writes to mother? Do be confidential 
with me, if only once. 

I am your devoted, quite devoted, sister, 

WniHKT.MA. 

The Empress Olivia to her Mother, Obtrude, 
Queen of Sinigagua. 

Dearest Mother, 

I am all right, and the children too. Little 
Fedor had only a small bruise. What shall I relate ? 
My brain is still full of the dreadful sounds — my 
heart still beats quickly ; — it beats so hard against 
the table as I write that I hear its throbs — the dull 
revolt of my veins against our fate. 

You know we are always in peril. My husband is 
trained to the eternal danger — ^he laughs fear away, 
though I can see how anxiously his eyes run along 
the line of soldiery that skirts the streets as we 
pass. Soldiers, bayonets, swords, a wall of steel 
arises on all sides of our carriage, whether we go to 
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the cathedral or to take a simple drive. Between 
my eyes and the fisdmess of our scenery, between my 
eyes and the rising or setting sun, or the gaze of 
multitude, or the thrilling solitudes whose aspect 
might lend peace, the iron obstacles are always set. 
They glimmer and flash the message: "You are 
prisoners; — our cold lightnings must always sepa- 
rate you from the rest of the world. We protect 
you; we protect the children." — Oh, mother! my 
anxiety for the children is becoming almost unbear- 
able. I say, almost, because every day the limits of 
human endurance extend farther, and even as I 
reach them, like the horizon, they vanish. But I am 
digressing. ... 

We reached the station safely. Every window, 
every door had been closed as we passed, and little 
Roberta asked me, '' Mamma, are all the people who 
live in the houses blind, that they do not open their 
windows to see the Emperor and the Empress, and 
our gilded coach and our tall black horses ? " Then 
she inquired, ''Do other little girls see as many 
swords as we do ? ** 

The Princess Radinsky was in the carriage with 
us, our escort preceding and following us, the 
Emperor riding ahead. Suddenly the cortk/e came 
to an abrupt stop, and an equerry, stooping down 
from his charger, told the Princess that a rumour 
was circulating among the Emperor's train of a 
mttid^rouip attempt in preparation against us. In 
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fact, the station was to be blown up just before we 
should get into the train. Princess Efidinsky paled 
on hearing this, and I sent word to the Emperor, 
imploring that we give up the journey. But he 
rode stead&stly on, and we had to follow. As the 
station came into view, I almost fainted with terror. 
We alighted from the high coach. I could neither 
remonstrate nor resist. I was as it were mad with 
terror, and only the fear of incurring one of the 
Emperor's terrible fits of fary kept me from shrieking 
aloud. Three chamberlains cleared the way for me, 
and three others for the children. Little Fedor and 
Roberta were themselves awed. They cannot feel 
nor smile like other babes, — they are aged by the 
perpetual tension they notice around them. The 
other morning, Roberta's doll was found to be foil 
of dynamite. Even playthings are instruments of 
death beneath our roof. . . . 

More dead than alive, deaf to the triumphal strains 
of the Imperial Anthem, blind to the fact that 
bright dames and lords craved a word or even a 
sign from me, I found myself in the blue and silver 
compartment arranged as a bcmdoir for me. There 
the Emperor joined me, and said, " We will keep 
the children with us. Well, Olivia, you see we are 
not dead yet." 

" There is still time," I answered. 

"The train is about to start," he replied, "and 
remember, the police reported that the deed was to 
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be attempted before we got into the railway carriage. 
This time their plans have miscarried,*' 

" This time — this time," I echoed mournfully. 

The train moved slowly out of the station, and I 
summoned the energy to stand in one of the big 
windows and make up by smiles for my involuntary 
rudeness. 

The Police Master came up to the Emperor and 
said, '' Tour Majesty has had an almost miraculous 
escape. Four wretches were already at work in a 
mine contrived not far from the station, and leading 
straight to the official platform, where Your Majesty 
stood but a few moments ago." 

" And where are the culprits?" asked the Emperor 
sternly. (Oh, mother, an autocrat is so different 
from every other breathing creature !) 

"Li prison, sire, and they are to be hanged 
to-morrow morning, unless Your Majesty desires 
some other chastisement to be bestowed upon 
them." 

" No ; let the fellows dangle." 

The Police Master drew a sheet of paper from his 
pocket : " Your Majesty's signature." 

"Right," said the Emperor. "But where's the 
pen?" 

Fedor looked right and left for the pen, and I 
rejoiced in my heart, thinking that, perhaps, if the 
pen were not there, I should find the courage to 
interfere. Finally I stammered — 
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"Fedor dear, to-morrow is Roberta's birthday. 
What present will you give your little girl ? " 

Now, Fedor is extremely fond of Roberta, and his 
&ce softened as I spoke of his child. He said : 
"Whatever she asks me for is hers." 

Then I took Roberta aside, while her £skther went 
on talking to the grim man with the death-warrant 
in his hands, and told her to sue for the lives of 
the four men whose abominable schemes had been 
directed against us. Roberta turned to her father 
and did so— clasping her small hands before him. 
You should have seen Fedor, the workings of his 
features, as she sat on his knee and repeated the 
request in babyish and resolute tones : " Give me 
that paper, father. Perhaps those men have little 
Robertas waiting for them at home." 

Fedor is aged but not weak. He has endured 
many trials, and been hardened by them ; his heart 
is crusted over with C3niicism. But he did not 
resist his small daughter's prayer. He put the fatal 
paper between her frail fingers. "There, Roberta, 
do what you like with that." 

" A prayer-book for my Pulcinello, who does not 
behave very well, and knocks his hump against 
my doll's new bonnet," said she, kissing Fedor 
vehemently, then springing joyously away. Even 
the Police Master was moved; and, relieved and 
tranquil, more tranquil than I had been for months, 
I turned to the Princess Kadinsky, but found 
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disapproval written in her face, whose sudden 
sternness chilled me through. 

"Oh, Princess," I said, "have I — have we done 
wrong to save the lives of these men ? " 

" I dare not judge Your Majesty's actions, even in 
my thoughts, but revolutionaries deserve naught but 
what they seek — vengeance ! They are not appeased 
by the sight of generosity, but rather stirred to 
bolder attempts." 

"But, Princess," I remonstrated, "it would be 
awful to have four men hanged on Roberta's 
birthday." 

" My wife is a sentimentale, a ramanesqtie'* inter- 
posed the Emperor, half-way between taking up 
my defence and attacking me. "She is vietix-jeu, 
my raisanneuse, Andromaque, Hermione." 

I felt annoyed, but my conscience took arms in 
my favour, and, turning my head away, I tried 
to look at the passing landscape. Alas! I had 
forgotten the dark reality, and the long line of 
soldiery which rose on either side of the road — a 
sombre decoration. As &ce after face mournfully 
glided before me, I recalled our journeys together, 
my dear parents — the silvery horizons of Sinigaglia, 
the dehonnaire population who crowded to cheer us 
at every station, the marble hills and laurel woods, 
and the sunlight ! Here a yellow haze surrounds 
everything, and knives and dynamite and guns are 
ever at work. Oh ! if we could but fly ! But that 
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is out of the question. Fedor will never abandon 
his exalted rank and his duty. And I cannot 
abandon him, nor take the heir to the throne away 
from the land. . . . 

On and on we went, and the tempest of appre- 
hension and horror had subsided in my breast, and 
we sat to table in a cheerful mood. Tou know the 
immense, the Asiatic amount of splendour displayed 
by our Court: the incredible number of ladies, 
equerries, chamberlains, servants, cooks, horses, cows, 
pets, etc., that accompany us on our travels, and the 
bewildering display of barbarian wealth that sur- 
rounds us. During the first part of the meal all 
went oflf well. We sat at a small table, Fedor and 
myself, the children at another table with Princess 
Radinsky and their two governesses. The babies 
talked noisily, drawing their aged fiither out of his 
weary reverie. 

Suddenly, a crash, an awful sound as of an earth- 
quake rending all creation, screams, the heaving of 
the floor beneath our feet, while the ceiling was 
coming slowly down upon us! Shrieks, wails, the 
sound of iron and hissing of steam, windows flying. 
The children ! Fedor had risen to his feet, while I 
had &llen paralyzed to the ground, seeing around 
me an abyss of black smoke and scalding water. 
" The children ! the children ! " I screamed with 
what utterance I could find. " The ceiling is falling 
upon them ! They will be crushed ! '* 
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Then an extraordinary sight riveted my eyes, 
preventing me from looking around. With arms 
uplifted and muscles strained to superhuman effort, 
like Atlas bearing the world on his shoulders, the 
Emperor propped the fallingroof of the compartment. 
I thought I could hear his muscles and vertebrsB 
thrill with the determination not to give way. This 
lasted but two minutes, as the train came at length 
to a full stop — or, rather, was thrown off the rails — 
with a succession of jerky bounds, like a wounded 
panther. The shattered doors and walls dropped 
away, and we rolled out of the railway carriage on 
to the soft grass. Fedor, still erect, was now 
surrounded by horrified men, officers and soldiers for 
the most part, who relieved him. 

Then a scene, grand, solemn, tragic, ensued. All 
the people present, some wounded, some half-dead, 
raised their voices to thank Heaven that their 
sovereign and his family were safe. They knelt, 
kissed our hands and wetted them with tears. 

The Crown Prince, undismayed, was by my side, 
his large eyes fixed on the pools of blood that 
mingled with the water. 

'' Mother, what is it ? what is it ? " he asked. 
" What have we done to make Ood so angry with 
us ? Roberta said her prayers this morning without 
leaving out one word. Where is Roberta ? " 

" With Princess Radinsky," said I. 

But Fedor, whose seven years were cooler than 
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my experienced thirties, said, " No, she is not with 
the Princess, and the Princess lies still — so still. I 
will go and wake her, and ask her what has hooome 
of Roberta and the pulcinello and the dolls." 

Seized with a new apprehension, fearful in the 
extreme, I hurried after Fedor. 

"Follow the Crown Prince," shouted some one. 
" His life may still be in danger. And where is the 
little Princess?" 

On hearing the name of his daughter, the Emperor 
lost all his admirable self-control, and rushed forward, 
his powerful frame trampling over every obstacle. 

•'The child! My little Roberta!" he cried, the 
tears &lling rapidly from his eyes. An eager search 
began, and with outstretched arms I followed, 
stumbling over litter of all sorts, bruised, trembling, 
desperate. Wreaths of mist rose from the neigh- 
bouring fields, and the sky, grey and low, was 
overspread with gloom, while my agony increased. 

'' Roberta ! Roberta ! " The words ran through 
the distraught crowd. After an hour's mortal 
suspense, news came at last that the little Princess 
was safe — she had been found by a common soldier, 
who had searched some distance firom the place 
of the explosion. The child lay on her back, stunned, 
though unhurt, and still holding the pulcinello in 
her arms. It was some time before she was brought 
to us in the man's strong arms. Fedor cried aloud 
in his emotion and joy, ** She is safe ! Thank Heaven, 
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she is alive ! " and, as I touched my darling's face 
with my lips I broke down and sobbed, then 
suddenly fainted. 

When I recovered consciousness, Roberta had been 
given into the care of her English governess. 

The appearance of the place around the scene of 
the explosion was one never to be forgotten. . . . 
The Police Captain said to the Emperor, " As those 
four rascals whose lives Your Majesty has spared 
were taken to prison, they said to the constable, 
'Before the day is many hours older, we shall be 
merry and you sad.' Therefore they were associated 
with the explosion. Will Your M^ajesty, consider- 
ing what has happened, sign the death-warrants? 
Look, sire, they are still in the little Princess's 
hands.'' 

"No, no," answered the Emperor. "I cannot 
recall my word. Perhaps that sheet of paper did 
more to save the life of my darling Roberta than all 
our anxiety and prayers." 

La the meantime, the dead and wounded were 
carried away. Suddenly a sharp, "Ah, my God!" 
startled me out of my joy at having both my children 
clinging to my dress. 

"Ah! my God!" 

As the words fell on my ears, I caught hold of 
Fedor's small hands and, carrying Roberta in my 
arms, walked to the place whence the exclamation 
came. 

B 
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" There's the Princess," said Fedor, ** the Princess 
Eadinsky, and still asleep. How can she sleep with 
so much noise around ? " 

The Emperor stood a few steps from the prostrate 
form of one whose gaiety and wit had ever been the 
life of our Court. " In the name of Heaven, Olivia," 
said he in a hoarse voice, *' take the children away. 
She is dead. A lump of iron fell just across her 
templa The bruise is small in appearance — look — " 
and on the smiling and handsome £bm^ of the Princess 
I noticed a streak of blue, as of a ribbon, running 
across her brow down to her cheek. " Away with 
the children," repeated the Emperor. But Roberta 
answered firmly, " No, father, we will not go. We 
will wake her." 

Fortunately, the English governess, who had not 
lost her self-control for a moment during the 
catastrophe, now stepped forward and prevailed upon 
the little ones to follow her. Every one but the 
Emperor and myself had fallen back. Twilight was 
coming on, and the mist became denser and denser, 
till it floated like a cloud between us and the dead 
woman ; as if her spirit had been transformed into 
the slight vaporous emanation, whose whiteness 
caressed the contours of the lifeless clay, and 
spiritualized the meaning of death. Reverently I 
stood aloo£ The Emperor gazed with heavy, im- 
penetrable countenance. . . . Mother, though I have 
never told you — though I have borne my &te 
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silently — ^you know — ^you must have guessed that 
firom the very first the Princess Kadinsky was my 
foe — a bitter foe, whose animosity, covered by mock 
respect and fine phrases and glittering sarcasms, cut 
me to the heart. Yet I could not help pitying the 
Emperor, and pitying the creature so violently carried 
ofif to the Place of Justice and Mercy. . • . Fedor 
gazed long at her, all unconscious of my presence. 
She had been the love of his manhood, the star of 
his existence. In me he has found but a dutiful, 
mournful, insipid and devoted wife. My extreme 
youth compared with his age is a matter of angry 
contrast to him, one on which the Princess sometimes 
laid such stress that he was roused to fury. And, O 
mother, it is to the Princess I owe the presence of 
Count Qiulio here, and my bitter struggle between 
honour and love. Honour has prevailed. Count 
Qiulio now understands that the woman who shares 
the Imperial throne is no longer the somewhat 
wayward Princess, guileless, though guilty of many 
small imprudences. He is about to leave this 
country. Again I am digressing. . . . 

As the Emperor's tall, massive frame stood out 
against the shadows of the damp and solemn twilight, 
a pang of compassion filled my whole being, and I 
touched his elbow and whispered, " Kiss her, Fedor, 
and say Adieu! I have forgiven.'' And I turned 
away, leaving the two, the living and the dead. 

From that hour Fedor's conduct towards me has 

8 2 
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completely changed, and I may say that, for the first 
time since the day of our ill-starred union, I possess 
the confidence and perhaps even the affection of my 
husband. We have been in our country residence 
since Sunday, and we are now about to return to 
town. Rumours of plots are still rife. We cannot 
trust any one. Among my friseUes this morning I 
found, on what I took to be a curling-paper, a threat 
couched in terms of unbounded cruelty. . . . 

I was forced to interrupt my letter. The Emperor 
desired my attendance. And what a discovery! 
Oh, mother, is it possible ? So much treachery and 
such hypocrisy ! Fedor cannot get over the latest 
shock. Imagine — ^imagine that the police, in their 
searches, have found a letter written in the Princess 
Radinsky's own hand and signed by her — a letter 
which shows plainly that she, the Emperor's Mend 
and my constant companion, was the chief accomplice 
of the wretched fellows who blew up the train that 
day when so many perished, first among them the 
Princess herself! 

And she did not £eilter, but sat by our side, know- 
ing that every turn of the small iron wheels said 
plainly to her, '' Death, death ! " It seems that one 
of the young revolutionaries, a young prince and 
guardsman, was her lover. He was executed last week, 
but without betraying her. Before mounting the 
gallows, he asked, " Is the Princess Radinsky dead ? " 
But no one cared to answer, and we believed he had 
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entertained some personal animosity against her. 
The Emperor is overwhelmed, crushed by the 
revelation. And another great conspiracy is in the 
air. We have sent the children away ; they will cruise 
for a month or two, so long as we are in doubt and 
danger. But have we ever been out of either? Pray 
for us. Any tick of the clock may mark the moment 
of our tragic end. Adieu, mother. And thanks for 
your tender affection. I have written to Wilhelma. 

Wilhelma, Crown Princess of Sinigaglia, to 
her Sister, the Princess Ouvia. 

Estaia. 

Dearest, dearest Olivia, 

How joyful we all feel that you and your 
dear children are safe ! But the tenor of your last 
letter saddens me, and mother says that according to 
the reports of those who saw you at the last Court 
function, you are visibly depressed. Alas! what 
nervous system could withstand the strain of your 
dreadful existence ? 

The presentation-day went off splendidly. We 
rode in our magnificent State coach to the House of 
Parliament, mother wearing her big crown, her 
shoulders weighed down by the Royal mantle ; and I 
by her side, with a small crown of rubies perched on 
top of my hair. I looked like a Byzantine Princess. 
We were loudly greeted by the sound of bells and 
cannon — the town rang with a delirium of enthusiasm. 
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I believe our people are pleased with their young 
Crown Princess, and since the crown must needs 
descend from distaff to distaff, I try to make the best 
of my new prospects, and study the art necessary to 
a future ruler. 

As we entered Parliament House, three terrific 
cheers greeted us. Mother read her speech in a loud, 
though tremulous voice, and when she said, ** one of 
the beloved daughters whom it has pleased Providence 
to bestow on us," I thought of you, Olivia, and of— 
poor Johanna. Was the direction of my thoughts a 
presentiment — a kind of spirit message ? I suppose 
it was, because at the very moment you were provi- 
dentially saved from that railway accident, and 

But I must relate things as they happened, in their 
proper turn. 

I, also, delivered a short speech, and enthusiastic 
applause punctuated every phrase, as with eyes cast 
down and trembling limbs I promised to do my 
utmost for the wel&re of the nation, guided by the 
example of my royal mother and my father. I heard 
the sound of much blowing of noses, and saw 
handkerchiefe hastily pressed to many a moist eye. 
Believe me, all the triumph of royalty lies in 
sentimentality. . . . 

On the way back to the Palace, the crowd, who 
were wild with the desire to catch a glimpse of us, 
had become so dense that the police tried in vain to 
curb the smiling audacity of little children who threw 
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flowers iilto our coach until we were almost buried. 
And the multitude, the joy and the "Hurrahs" 
were indescribable. Father was almost knocked off 
his saddle. 

We laughed, but suddenly the crowd closed in ; a 
sense of discomfort seemed to pervade many of the 
faces, a moment before eager and aflame, raised 
towards ours. The carriage was nearly lifted off its 
gilded wheels, and I could not hear something that 
mother was sajdng to me. But presently there came 
a sudden lull, and I could hear the Queen repeating 
in awe-stricken tones, " Don't look to your leflj. 
Turn your head away." 

Instinct, not disobedience, prompted me to do the 
contrary, and, on the wooden balcony of a wretchedly 
old and ruined house, among a group of washer- 
women and masons, I saw — distinctly, unmistakably 
like her former self — I saw our sister Johanna. A 
little girl, with finger pointing at our gorgeousness, 
stood upon the blackened edge of the time-worn 
balustrade, while Johanna tenderly supported her by 
twining both her arms round the frail form. 

" Don't look ! Please don't look ! " said mother 
again, while I gasped, '^ Johanna ! Johanna ! " and 
instantly realized, with unpleasant conviction, that 
the coachman, the lackeys, the equerries who rode in 
coats of purple and silver beside the Royal coach, 
must also have seen the Princess of Sinigaglia, " one 
gf the beloved daughters whom it has pleased 
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Providence to bestow upon as,'' according to the 
Queen's own expressive words. The Princess of 
Sinigaglia, miserably clad, among a group of common 
workmen, and unnoticed, while her own sister, the 
August Maid, refulgent with diamonds, played the 
leading part in the glorious pageant whose splendour 
she watched humbly and from afar ! Again the roll 
of musketry, the cheers and cannon-roar filled the 
air. 

• Alone in the silence and coolness of my room I 
thought it over. The heavy mantle and silver 
brocade dress no longer weighed me down« I lay, 
motionless and weary, on the low couch where so 
often we sat, all three, chatting over the boresome 
Court dinners, and spending the evening in gay talk. 
I recalled Johanna's mirth on such occasions, though 
Johanna was ever demure, and more serious than 
you and I, Olivia. And as I remembered, as her 
dear face rose before me, the face I had just seen (she 
is very little altered), a sharp resolution took hold of 
me, the resolution to see our poor outcast sister, to 
learn all about her adventures, to help her, but more 
especially to see her. I thirsted for a word from her 
lipa 

Olivia, the diflSculty of the enterprise is enormous. 
Mother, though moved to the heart by that short 
glimpse, has again told me that to her Johanna is as 
one long dead, and that she formally forbids any one 
belonging to the Court tp enter into any con^- 
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munication with cette malheureuse. She uses French 
words when she mentions Johanna, and I wonder why. 
But cdte mcUkeurmse haunts me. She is in Estaia, 
here, perhaps not very fistr fix)m the home of her child- 
hood. She must know I have seen her. Olivia, what 
am I to do ? There is no time to be lost. Answer. 
Qive me a hint, some kind of good advice. 

WiLHELMA. 

Olivia to her Sister Wilhelma, Crown Princess 

OF SlNIQAGLIA. 

Dearest Wilhelma, 

The person who will bring you this letter is 
the one person in the world whom I trust entirely. 
Through the help and kind offices of this person, 
whose name I dare not mention, you shall see 
Johanna, Qod bless her ! 

Olivia. 

The Princess Wilhelma of Siniqaglia to her 
Sister, the Empress Olivia. 

Olivia, I have seen her, I have actually spoken to 
her, and heard her sad story. Not poverty, not 
humiliation, but her husband's absence, his desertion 
distresses our poor sister. What is this strength of 
love that outweighs every other ? . . . Count Qiulio, 
kind fellow, arranged the interview, and I met 
Johanna by the small bridge ov^r the stream, not 
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fiir from Diana's temple. She has lost the habit of 
being prudent in her words and gestures. She talks 
in a rather loud, impatient voice, and despises the 
days when she was obliged, metaphorically, to put on 
glovea She is a sort of revolutionary, speaks of 
crusades against monarchies, and appears not at all 
pained by mother's silent contempt for her. Why 
John Qrey has gone away from her and their little 
child I cannot make out. While speaking to me, 
she leaned against the parapet of the bridge and 
looked down into the water with those dear quiet 
eyes of hers— eyes no longer passionless and clear. 

She is totally without means, goes out as a dress- 
maker, and will not remain long in Estaia. She 
only came in the hope of finding some traces of the 
ftigitive. She says, moreover, that Angiolina is the 
cause of her present misfortune, which she, Johanna, 
deserves. This seems to me somewhat of a riddle. 

Johanna thinks — ^but I cannot write to you her 
thoughts and feelings ; they have become so different 
from ours, so shocking, yet so human, so strangely 
warm and true that one is afraid to let the flame 
touch one's heart, if only for a second. Imagine 
that as she watched me, the centre of that brilliant 
corUge the other day, she pitied me, she almost cried 
for pity ! She would not take a farthing from me, 
but only the present I had brought for the child. 
Calmly she declared she would not trespass on my 
time and duties, and she did qot ws^nt me to me^t 
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her secretly. She took leave affectionately, but 
without effusion. There is a wide gulf between us. 
Olivia, for the first time I share my mother's 
conviction. Johanna, the dear Johanna of old, is 
dead — dead the Princess of Sinigaglia. As a queen, 
alas! Queen Ortrude has but two daughters now; 
as a mother, her heart alone can tell 

Count Qiulio is thin, though still handsome. He 
is good and devoted to you. He made us laugh, but 
never mind about what and whom! He does not 
like the Emperor — evidently, and under the circum- 
stances it is most natural. He even made us weep. 
Oh, dear sister, how can you endure such martyrdom ? 
A martjrrdom unrecorded by Dante in his descriptions 
of hell, yet perhaps the keenest one can imagine. 
The terrible spectre of Fear is ever behind you, or 
walks before, pointing with bloody finger to the deadly 
and diverse instruments he wields. In vain you fly 
the spectre — it is ever present with you. Oh, darling ! 
shall I ever be able to go to sleep without picturing 
to myself that at the same hour which bids us all to 
our quiet chambers, you wander along the corridors 
leading to your children's rooms; that you almost fall 
on your knees to lackeys and sentinels, in wild 
supplication : " Guard them ! save them I " As Count 
Qiulio described the scene, the tears ran down his 
cheeks — and he is a strong man. Mother sobbed 
aloud, — I had never heard her sob before — and poor 
papa was a heap of wretchedness behind his desk. 
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Is there no escape; none whatever? And death- 
warrants, and scaffolds, and gallows, and wails in 
prison, and prisoners led in chains through snow and 
mire— these, these are the things you see and hear 
as you rise in the morning, and in the evening before 
you retire 1 The man who waits upon you at dinner 
is your foe. He watches for the opportunity to deal 
the death-blow. The woman whom you receive 
graciously is a spy. The other day, Fedor's little dog 
stole a bit of cheese which was destined for your boy, 
and the dog fell, a writhing thing, then a corpse. . . . 

You see. Count Giulio has not spared us details of 
the awful chronicle. As he spoke, his fine brown 
eyes dilated with the force of reminiscence and of — 
But that word I may not pronounce here. The Queen 
kept muttering to herself. She might have been 
saying, " Oh, wretched, wretched mother ! Miserable 
among all women and mothers I thou wast happy to 
call thy daughter Empress — ^thou didst urge her to 
enter into that ill-assorted union." I felt that I could 
almost hear her teeth chattering and see her knees 
shaking. Count Qiulio was like the messenger of her 
conscience as he went on and on, dragging our feelings 
along the red track where your footprints mingle with 
the dust of those whose shadows follow you and cry, 
"Vengeance! Vengeance! Upon thee and upon 
thy children shall our vengeance fall!" 

Olivia, how often have I heard Royalty accused of 
lacking heroism, that kind of commonplace heroism 
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that causes men to rise from obscurity, and that stirs 
ideals into life. Of course, we never perform acts of 
excessive valour, nor can we display our best qualities, 
nor offend vice in favour of virtue. But are you not 
a thousand times more heroic than the women £stmous 
for their courage ? Is not perseverance and patient 
endurance a quality as high as those that are the 
glory of by-gone centuries ? Count Giulio declares 
he cannot leave you amid the perils that surround the 
Emperor and yourself. He will return to your Court 
privately, and remain there till summer. Write to 
me whenever you can do so safely, I send you this 
through a courier. 

WiLHELMA. 



Angiolina Schulte to Johanna Grey. 

Iwnsbntek, 

Dear Princess, 

I had two painful interviews yesterday ; the 
first with your husband, the second with mine. Mr. 
Grey now repents his hasty judgment of your conduct. 
You have given up everything for his sake, and he 
now sacrifices his passing fiuicy to the deep affection 
he bears his wife. The love he once felt for me is no 
longer alive. Perhaps he thought differently that day 
in your cottage ; he had not seen me for years, and, 
besides, our feelings are so intricate and confused that 
we are not always able to disentangle the knotty 
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skein. Mr. Grey longs to ask your forgiveness, and 
to rejoin you and his children. In fS^^t, he is wretched 
away firom you. Do pardon him, and begin your life 
over again. And when you are happy once more, 
pray for me, as I shall pray for you in the cloister, 
where, henceforth, I shall live. 

Doctor Schulte — have I called him my husband ? 
He is no longer so, and I have prevailed upon him to 
be merciful to poor Eliza. . . . 

I wish you every kind of joy, and your name will 
never fade from my memory. I am trjdng to 
become better, to chastise my rebellious spirit. I 
have sinned consciously, by marrying without love, 
and unconsciously, by marzying a man whose love 
did not belong to me. I have sinned deeply. . . . 
My love to the dear children. I shall be Sister Clara 
in my new life. If ever you come to Innsbruck, 
spend an afternoon in our conveot, and in the chapel 
you shall hear the voice that sounded through the 
white arcades of Diana's temple in those glorious 
Sinigaglian mornings when we were both joyous 
maidens. 

Anqiolina. 
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LiNA Marina to Her Majesty the Queen 

OF SiNIGAGLIA. 

Areina, 

Madam, 

Li deep reverence and affliction I address 
these lines to Your Majesty. Angiolina Schulte, the 
girl who was so dear to me, and to whom Your 
Majesty showed so much kindness, my own, my 
beloved Angiolina has left me for ever. She is 
estranged from her husband by circumstances which 
I dare not mention to Your Majesty. And there are 
others, involving a life secret, that I am forbidden to 
relate. But has not Your Majesty guessed the 
truth, and with a mother's instinct asked, '* Art thou 
not a mother too, and, like the heavenly Madonna, 
doomed to weep over thy child ? " Angiolina has 
left me — lefb me to the emptiness of a gorgeous 
palace. I am wealthy and powerful still — the man 
who once loved me now yields to all my caprices. 
He is also the most melancholy among mortals, and 
the miserable sadness which now fills my heart has 
long dwelt with him. 

Pardon me, madam. I know that my duty 
dictates that I should not make any allusion to my 
former position in writing to Your Majesty. . . What I 
was before must remain unreveaJed to those who have 
looked upon me as a stranger, as one introduced to 
them for the first time, though they had wept over 
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Maigherita's grief and seen Julietta's smile hover on 
my lips. But this I must say : I miss my stage- 
emotions, the art and subtlety which rescued me 
from my own preoccupation ; I miss the artificiality, 
the laugh as insincere as the tears, the glamour 
shed upon me at my own will Royal dignity is 
too dearly acquired, and can never be laid aside. 
Since Angiolina's departure I have longed for the 
intoxicating madness induced by music. The 
Prince, too, is about to leave Areina for many months, 
perhaps for many yeara We are no longer in- 
terested in each other. I am now nothing but an 
ex-actress to him — ^an actress without rouge. He is 
sailing to distant lands, where he is not known. I 
shall remain alone. Angiolina forbids me to join 
her. She has also divined the secret which I kept 
so well, and I believe she loves and at the same time 
despises me. She is ashamed of me, poor darling ! 
Schulte is a villain — ^love will redeem him. To win 
one word of approval from Angiolina he is capable of 
becoming a saint pour de bon. May I humbly crave 
from Your Majesty the one great gift that a breaking 
heart can bestow on a heart that is broken ? Com- 
passionate sympathy. Angiolina is my child. Buried 
in a cloister! With the utmost reverence and 
respect, I remain. 

Your Majesty's devoted servant, 

LiNA Marina. 
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Johanna Obey to Geoegina, Empress of 
Abeineubeich. 

Palermo, 

Dear Qeorgina, 

Your kindness to us is such that I cannot 
let more time pass without telling you how happy 
and comfortable we are here. I have had one short, 
poignant glimpse of my past, the life which has now 
vanished like a vision. I have seen my sister 
Wilhelma, talked to her and felt the drear estrange- 
ment that must for ever lie between us. Is it 
possible we should be the same flesh and blood? 
She moves like a statue urged to gesture by a 
number of small cords whose ends are held by the 
hands of her dead ancestors, hands dried as those of 
the mummies that rest beneath the Pjnramids. She 
tried to speak fondly and to look sympathetic. 
She even ventured to caress my cheeks with her 
fingers. Behind her the dark pile of the Palace 
rose, and its well-known shape threw a shadow over 
Wilhelma's haughty brow. Certainly, as she gazed 
on me, as she took in my dress and my fisu^, she 
must have whispered to herself, " And is this my 
sister indeed ! Can a Royal Princess have become 
so insignificant and strange ? " 

Mother has proved worthy of her own staunch 
self — ^not one sign, not one inquiry has she made in 
regard to me. Thank Heaven, I have now said adieu 

T 
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to Sinigaglia for ever ! My husband is extending his 
teaching largely in Sicily, and I have found excellent 
employment. The children go to school regularly. 
Let me hear from you now and then. You have 
made me forget that you are an Empress, that you 
belong to the set which I am so glad to drop. 
Tell me something about Olivia. I read in the 
papers that her health is sadly affected by the constant 
strain. Poor Olivia ! She loved one of our equerries, 
Count Qiulio ; she loves him still, and she is married 
to that old bear ! 

Have you ever seen the Emperor Fedor ? His 
appearance is repulsive and grotesque by turns ; he 
is so thick-lipped that his mouth falls over his vast 
chin. He is one of those witty degenerates whose 
vivacity and badness kindle crime. I believe 
Olivia and he have actually become attached to 
each other in the presence of a common peril But 
at the beginning of their union he ridiculed her 
naiveti, her clumsy French, her virtue; and she 
feared his sarcasm. That awfiil woman, the 
Princess Radinsky, was the real ruler of his heart 
and the Empire, and she railed at poor Olivia, and 
very often the young Empress was kept a prisoner in 
her own apartments, like a punished school-girL 
Good-bye, dear Qeorgina. We shall always think of 
your lovely face and smile ; the children call you 
" The Fairy." What a pity that you carry that huge 
black feather &n before your face, and thus deprive 
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your subjects of the pleasure of seeing the beauty of 
their young Empress ! But it amuses you to be 
eccentric, and since you are content, no one' has the 
right to judge you. Good-bye. My husband sends 
his respects. He is a hero ! 

Johanna. 



Qeobgina, Empress of Areineubeich, to her 
Mother, the Duchess von Wildingen. 

ImperUU Fctlace, 
Areina, 

Dearest Mother, 

It has proved the greatest trouble imagin- 
able to get rid of the deputations that have poured 
into the Palace, till they reached the Salle du Trane, 
where we held a State reception for the Emperor's 
birthday. This is the last time I shall appear in public. 
No, do not look astonished, do not be angry, or 
make an appeal in the name of my duty. My mind 
is made up. But more of this later. Thrilling 
events are clamouring to be communicated by a 
daughter who still wears her gorgeous ermine, to her 
poor mother, on whom she imposes all her confidence. 
Yet I write to you every two months only. But 
when I do write, my letter is almost as heavy as a 
cannon-ball — an obus Erupp. 

Surely you must say to yourself by this time, 
" Qeorgina is in a very gay mood, uncommonly gay." 

T 2 
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Yes, Georgina, Empress of Areineureich, and 
called Melancholia by the ladies of her Court, is very 
gay indeed. A great number of circumstances have 
contributed to make me so. In the first place, my 
yacht will sail next week with the said Qeorgina on 
board. Secondly, Matti is becoming rather more 
like what he should alwajrs have been — a charming 
little Prince. True, he is naughty, but only by fits 
and starts. Thirdly, the Emperor, my husband, has 
left off annoying me. And then — and then — Oh, 
this is delicious, mother — Fraulein Toplitz has 
eloped ! Yes, she is the heroine — she, her false 
curls, her false teeth, her big cap, her fifties and her 
potato complexion — ^the heroine of the only real 
honafide elopement that ever enlivened the Imperial 
Palace of Areineureich. She has established a record. 
Matthew almost shed tears of mingled laughter and 
horror. It appears that the Irish lord — what kind 
of Irishman and what kind of lord must he be ! — 
carried her off because Fraulein Toplitz's friends — 
Lili, etc., had shown aggressive intentions. Fraulein 
Toplitz, poor infatuated creature ! told me that Lili 
was actually jealous of her success with the Irish 
lord. She spoke of a whole cahik threatening, 
which she was trying to thwart. Mdre cMrie, darling 
mother, ce tC est pas tout lina Marina, the morganatic 
wife of Cousin Joachim, Lina Marina, my Mend, and 
I must say the only clever creature of the whole 
Imperial feimily, Lina Marina declared to her husband 
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m plein diner — ^at a big dinner — ^with all his 
equerries present and a few ladies and gentlemen 
besides, that the charming Angiolina Schulte is her 
own daughter, an illegitimate child. And Angiolina's 
father was nothing more than a tarrero, popular in 
Spain ! Not even the iron rod of etiquette, nor the 
respect due to the sovereign's kith and kin, has been 
able to hush up the scandal. 

I don't want you to believe, dear mother, that I 
am the inveterate foe of our race, but when I 
remember the severity we show towards the weak- 
ness and defects of those beneath us, while we our- 
selves (though behaving just as foolishly) demand the 
strictest respect, I am rejoiced to find that sometimes 
the results of our conduct take arms against us, and 
with a vengeance! Now, here is Joachim, who 
wedded the woman he loved, and, instead of having 
the courage to renounce his rights and pretensions, 
always deprived the poor thing of the privileges of 
rank. Another blow to him is Lina Marina's avowed 
intention of resuming her stage life. Fortunes have 
been offered her by managers since the rumour got 
abroad. American papers issue extra editions with 
the startling news: "An Emperor's first cousin 
as a prima donna. The wife of an Imperial Prince 
will play the part of Aida next season at the 
Metropolitan." 

Lina herself assures me she cannot go on living as 
at present The demon of art — demon or god — hag 
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seized upon her, and will not release his hold. 
The Emperor promises anything she likes to ask, 
provided she renounces the stage, but Angiolina's 
departure has unhinged the woman, and I verily 
believe she is out of her senses. In the leau milieu 
of a conversation she sings snatches of operas, and 
even operettas, and she has that dancing gleam in 
her eyes whose intensity has often struck me in 
those of our gifted cousin. King Frederic. Uncle 
Ethelbert is maddened by the prospect of his 
daughter-in-law's adventure, which he calls criminal. 
Besides, many of his lovely tabatidres and smaller 
pictures have mysteriously disappeared. . . . 

I shall soon bid adieu to Areina and to Courts, 
and saunter from land to land, a lazy and dreamy 
traveller — ^a symbol of wandering unrest. I shall be 
the errant Empress, the secret visitor to spots 
rarely trodden by the feet of mortals, or the pensive 
form seated on shores once made glorious by the 
presence of heroes and divinities. . . . Away — away 
from all the greatness, the pomp, the vanity, the 
hjrpocrisy, the undeniable sinfulness that lurks 
beneath diadems and floats like the mists of Hades 
around the jewelled glory of sceptres. Away, away, 
away! Love is shallow, and desire and hope. 
Naught that is not shallow has come my way, 
except my own heart, where dwells the ardour of 
futile heroism, and cravings for something unknown 
and nameless. Oh ! why am I your daughter, and 



Digitized by 



Googk 



ROYAL LOVERS 279 

the child of a lineage as fatal as full of glamour ? 
Does not my husband rue the day when he took me ? 
And will not my son regret that he is my son, and 
be, like me, led on to a doom dreadful or mournfully 
splendid ? 

Dream after dream have I had, sleeping or waking. 
Do you remember my dream about the rose-encircled 
barge, on a lake, whence I was borne away, dead, 
with a hole above my heart, just on the place where 
I wear a red rose — to mark the spot, mother, to 
mark the spot? The assassin is perhaps still an 
in&nt who will plunge the knife into my breast, and 
thus still in a second the restlessness of a spirit so 
adventurous that my fervour seems to stretch over 
an expanse of numberless ages, and bridge the 
Infinite. Perhaps, deep in the earth the iron now 
slumbers which, turned into steel, will cut the 
bondage of my woes and send me to sleep. . . . And 
Matti ? Alas ! Matti will die in the bloom of youth. 
This a voice whispers to me whenever I wander 
through the vaults where the Emperors of Arein- 
eureich lie in their heavy silver coffins, so heavy 
that even the hands of Death could not lift them. 
A glittering population of coffins greets me, and for 
hours I glide between them, touching their ponderous 
lids with my fingers. And the voice says, "Here 
thy son shall come before, thee, bloody and mysterious, 
and here is thy goal also, O wandering Empress, 
swift-footed and eager to be firee. . . ." 
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Ah! mountains, torrents, oceans, forests wild, 
plains unbounded, limitless steppes and savannas! 
Not before I have tasted the sayageness of nature, 
the soft repose of natural exhaustion — ^not till I have 
questioned nature's rocks and ravines and gorges, 
and her rivers and her caves, shall I find rest. 

Forgive me, mother. I am carried away by the 
Spirit of my doom, by the Spirit of the sombre and 
marvellous heritage whose terror has ever dwelt with 
us, but whose strength I welcome and whose force I 
bless. It is not madness, but something higher and 
better and worse, that unchains my &culties and 
bids me become silent while I listen to the floods of 
harmony that course through my being, I shall 
speak to no one^ nor must my voice be heard any 
more. 

The yacht is called, For Evtr, Never. Do you 
recall Edgar Foe? Every year the Emperor will 
pay me a flying visit in some place of rendezfoous. 
And every year for a fortnight I shall resume my 
place in the Imperial Palace, but as a shadow only. 
I wash my face in the juice of early strawberries. 
Eternal youth must belong to me. For Ever! 
Never! Do not blame your daughter, mother ; she 
loves you, but loves also the joy of freedom. Pro- 
metheus unbound must have felt as I feel. But did 
he not drag the gnawing vultures along with his 
liberty ? 

QSOBOINA. 
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The Duchess von Wildinqen to her Son-in-law, 
THE Empebob of Abeineubeigh. 

Deab Matthew, 

I have just received from Qeorgina the 
most bizarre, the most bewildering letter that ever 
came into my possession. Though you have always 
kept me aloof from all that concerns your manage, 
this time I must be an interfering mother-in-law. 
What does it all mean, I implore? 

The Empebob of Abeineubeigh to the Dughess 
VON Wildinqen. 

Deab Motheb, 

This is no case where tragedy is involved, 
nor have you any cause whatever to feel uneasy. 
The climate here does not suit Qeorgina. Her 
disposition is changed. She is losing her smile, and 
the bloom from her cheeks. Our Court Physician 
prescribes rest and a sea- voyage. 

I should love to accompany my wife, but State 
affidrs chain me here, and Matti, who entreats me to 
let him go with his mother, must go on with his 
lessons. I am afraid the child will be lonely in this 
big, dull palace. This is the only drawback to 
Qeorgina's desires that I can find. But I have 
asked the princesses of our &mily to call frequently 
on my son, and he shall ride out as much as he 
wishes. So tb^re is no r^l impediment to Georgina's 
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departure. Do not be dramatic, mother, we are 
such terre^-terre people. Your cousin Frederic could 
not, with all his cleverness, draw a drama out of us. 
We must remain desperately commonplace to the 
end. Georgina dislikes the idea, and almost weeps 
when I point out to her that monarchs are becoming 
bourgeois in the true sense of the word. Qeorgina is 
worse than romantic — she is one of those women 
who have committed a dreadful mistake, an anachron- 
ism, by coming into the world two or three centuries 
too soon or too late. She should have graced the 
petty Courts of Italy during the Benaissance, But 
I cannot become &podesta, a lover of arts and cruelty 
and fine language, a dUdtante and a poison-monger, 
a hero of condottieris and a poet ; I cannot, at her 
bidding, take a leap onwards, or backwards, scourge 
my brains out of their native dulness and abandon 
the slow methods necessary to the accomplishment 
of my duty. Could Areineureich and its varied 
population put up with a very clever monarch ? Can 
you imagine me doing what Qeorgina urges me to 
do, studying the psychology of the divers nations 
committed to my care, and thus losing my mental 
balance, entering into the labyrinths of a useless 
philosophy, when to sympathize mildly with my 
people's sorrows is sufficient? 

Your daughter, madam, could have wedded a 
giant-killer out of a fairy-tale, or a troubadour, or 
some absurd fellow of that kind. She hates good 
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sense and respectability, and declares that Art 
(which she spells with a big A, while she writes 
emperor with a small e) is compatible with neither. 
To be an Artist, or not to be ! And in order to be 
an Artist, banish virtue, cajole vice. Yet Qeorgina's 
coldness to me is due to the &ct that she once saw 
an actress wearing on the stage a bracelet similar to 
one she had worn the previous day. Conclusion : I 
had been a guilty husband ! And when I humbly 
inquired whether those crazy individuals whom she 
admires, the Artists and Tyrants and Revolutionaries, 
had all been faithful to their wives, she answered 
with a flourish, " But they were they, whereas you 
are you!" That is to say, I am nothing but a 
modem Emperor! 

I am devoted to Qeorgina, but I have not the 
strength to keep her by my side when she wishes to 
get away. I am not annoyed at her departure. I 
have promised to make her happy, and must do my 
utmost in the endeavour. I love her still, but she 
must remain ignorant of the &ct. This trait of 
prudence I learned in one of the books she urged 
me to read. I shall give you frequent news of the 
boy and myself. 

Your devoted son, 

Matthew, L R. 
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FrIxtlein Toplitz to Her Royal Highness the 
Duchess von Wildingen. 

Madam, 

To Your Royal Highness do I apply in my 
misery and utter despair. I have now been two days 
in Venice, a deserted woman, just like Juliet, 
Maigherita, and every one of them who listened to 
the flattering words of handsome youths. My 
husband, who is not my husband, Lord Dashby, 
who is not a lord, has run away with my jewels, my 
money, and — my heart. He has run away, leaving 
me a weeping widow, and he also left a letter, and 
debts — even here, where we stayed only twenty-four 
hours together. I am crazy with despair. My 
purse and my illusions have both taken flight. . . . 
And the impudence of the man ! Can Your Royal 
Highness believe that he, the husband of my choice, 
wrote to me in terms that make me think he must 
have drunk one of those potions that send people 
mad? He calls me, "Fright," "old maid," "old 
sack," and many other wicked names which I do not 
deserve. 

Li the first place, being his wife, I am no longer 
an old maid. But the case is most complicated. 
Since he is not Lord Dashby, am I Lady Dashby 
still ? And what is he ? And what am I ? He 
must belong to the aristocracy in some way. His 
manners — oh, his manners were perfectly delightful. 
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He kissed my hand, or kissed his hand to me, every 
two minutes. I have been cheated, deluded, yet 
I am wedded to a nobleman — ^this I feel. I entreat 
Tour Royal Highness to bestow some little sjrmpathy 
on my misfortune, and to send me the sum necessary 
for the payment of my hotel and travelling expenses. 
Your Royal Highness has ever proved my best 
fiiend, next to God. And forgive me for speaking 
thus. I have also written to Lili, who has behaved 
well to me of late — and to His Imperial Highness 
the Prince Ethelbert of Areineureich, and to the 
Empress. I am wretched, almost distraught with 
grief. 

Your Royal Highness's humble servant, 

ToPLiTZ, Lady Dashby (?). 

Fraulein Lili to her Mother. 

Areina, 

Dearest Mamachen, 

I am leaving with the Empress, for since 
the departure of Fraulein Toplitz, alias Lady Dashby, 
I have obtained the much-coveted place of First 
Kammer-Fraulein to Her Majesty. A letter from 
Venice, an infuriated letter, tells me that her hus- 
band has gone ofif. So that is a success. He will 
set up a small sausage shop in Berlin. And you 
cannot accuse me of having forgotten my femily in 
the high spheres where I move ! The cook calls me 
Bk^celenz, and the Emperor's First Eammer-Diener 
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sues for the honour of winning my hand and heart 
I shall have a maid to wait on me on board the 
yacht, and every comfort you can think o£ 

Doctor Schulte, that intriguing old dentist, has 
broken his neck — ^morally speaking. He is dismissed. 
It appears he committed bigamy on a large scale ; 
had shut up his wife in an asylum, then married 
a young girl who is now a nun at Innsbruck. 
Doctor Schulte is an intriguing fellow, and such 
people are not successful in the long run. The 
Emperor has dismissed him without one word of 
reproach, or of regret either, though the Doctor had 
ever proved devoted and true to His Majesty. The 
Empress is glad to be ofif with Court affairs and on 
with a life she is arranging for herself. Our exist- 
ence will lack entertainment, as the Empress craves 
solitude, walks by moonlight, rides through mountain- 
ous countries, and every kind of nonsense over which 
poets and fools rave. The Emperor will find Areina 
quieter, if not brighter, when his wife has left. She 
has been heaping trouble on his head. Her rudeness 
and her amiability are as distractingly unexpected 
as her other actions. Good-bye, MamacJien. Praise 
your daughter 

LiLI. 
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The Prince Ethelbert of Areineureich to 
Her Majestt the Empress. 

Dear Georgina, 

I do not like to bother Matthew with a 
matter which you niay in some way make clear to 
me. That rogue, the Irish lord — Lord Dashby, as 
he called himself — has stolen some of my finest 
eighteenth-centuiy tdbatUres, one of which belonged 
to Madame du Barry, and a small enamel ring of 
historic value, because Madame de Pompadour wore 
it on the frail forefinger whose gesture ruled France 
for so many years — and so gracefully, I may add. 
All this is very awkward and exasperating for me. 
Forgive me d'avance, fair niece, for all the worry I 
am going to inflict on your innocent leisure. But 
I am told — ah, forgive me — that the ring, Madame 
du Pompadour's priceless ring, adorns the hand of 
your dainty First Kammer-Fraulein, Lili — a name 
worthy of a soubrette. Please, please pardon my 
impertinence, bdle Imp&atrice, and allow me to 
suggest that you would oblige your crazy old uncle 
immensely by ordering some sort of inquiry to be 
made about the ring. A coughing and rheumatic 
septuagenarian kneels before you, and groans under 
the load of his petty infirmities, which he lays at your 
feet, together with the deep affection and devoted 
respect which he owes and is ever ready to pay to you. 
Tour affectionate uncle, 

Ethelbert. 
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The Emperor of Areineureich to his Mother- 
in-law, THE Duchess von Wildingen. 

Dear Mother, 

Haf e you any, even remote, idea of the 
origin of Fr$alein Lili, the Eammer-Fraulein who 
was to accompany Georgina on her sea- voyage? 
I am extremely annoyed. Just as the Empress was 
about to leave, she received a letter from Uncle 
Ethelbert, who had ei^rtained an Lrishman called 
Lord Dashby, and invited him more than once to 
his palaca The rascal exhibited the enthusiasm of 
a connoisseur when my uncle displayed his famous 
taiati^e collection to him. In the light of after 
events. Uncle Ethelbert seems to recall that Lord 
Dashby, or whoever he is, did not utter a syllable 
worth recording, and admired without assigning any 
cause for his admiration. Brqf, nine of uncle's world- 
Seimed tahatiires have disappeared, and probably 
found a resting-place in the pseudo-gentleman's wide 
pockets. Fraulein Lili is discovered to be his cousin 
and accomplice. He has also deprived poor Toplitz 
of all her savings and jewels, after eloping with her. 
You remember Toplitz had completely lost her 
senses. Lili is now in prison. Qeorgina actually 
cried with indignation and vexation when these 
things were brought to light. Lili refuses to name 
the place of her birth and the actual residence of 
her family. She is, I suppose, ashamed to have 
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them know of the affair, but I wish simply to avoid 
scandal and to send the guilty demoiselle back to 
her native hills, or plains. 

Uncle Ethelbert is in an agony of suspense. He 
is losing sleep> and says that were his heart to be 
opened, the word **tabaiidre8** would be found written 
on it. His treasures are, to all appearance, lost. 
The thief must be &r away by this time. Do send 
me the address of Lili's mother, and as quickly as 
possible. 

Your dutiful son, 

Matthicw, L R. 

The Duchess von Wildingen to the 
Emperor Matthew. 

Dear Matthew, 

I enclose the ^dress, and I have written 
to Lili's mother, telling the wretched woman the 
whole truth. You are very kind indeed to let the 
girl get away from Areina and to spare her the 
chastisement due to her disgraceful behaviour and 
her ingratitude. Toplitz is here, a shadow of shadows, 
thin, hollow-eyed, hollow-cheeked, hollow-voiced, but 
still romanesguef still in love, still convinced that 
'' the traitor" loves her. She compares him in turn 
to Faust and to Romeo. Poor thing 1 she is more 
of a fright than ever, and more ridiculous than one 
can reasonably imagine in a human being. She 
loathes Areina. I shall keep her here till she gets 
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over her adventure, though I am afraid she will 
continue to dress herself and watch for the return 
of the Beloved, So Georgina is deprived of both 
Toplitz and Lili, and you of Doctor Schultel I 
expect you must miss him. But in Courts gaps 
are so easily filled. We must live up to our privileges, 
and be heartless right and left. Tet thank you for 
your kindness to Lili. 

Your Mother. 

WiLHELMA, Crown PRiNcasss of Sinigaglia, to 
her Sister, the Empress Olivia. 

Dearest Olivia, 

You want to know whether the rumour of 
my betrothal is true. Yes, and na Yes, because it 
appears I have to be married before the end of the 
year, and the year is half way to its close. No, 
because we have what the French call Vembarras 
du ehoix. Second, sons and petty princes throw 
themselves at my head, individually and 69» masse. 
Secretly I have made up my mind in &vour of 
a very modesty very insignificant young fellow, a 
third son, a Serene Highnesa He is tall, &ir, 
supercilious-looking, disdainful, and must possess 
an insufferable temper and a dauntless sjttrit. He 
is a horse-whipping man, and I do not love him, 
but as my husband he would prove a serious obstacle 
to monotony. I have seen that in Johanna's eyes 
and manners which wakes in me a strong desire to 
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come into touch with reality. Humbugs aurcoond 
me. I will have no humbug to humour me and 
crouch before me, and call me " The Queen/' with 
emphasis, even when we are t4k^t46e. Johanna 
said to me, " Why, what can a princess know of life, 
who has nev^ had to take her railway ticket, and 
never had to search for lodgings!" 

Now, the young Prince I am alluding to will 
certainly be as troublesome as the quest of both 
railway ticket and lodgings. Somehow he gives me 
la petite mort, with his meek voice and questions. 
Velvet gauntlet, steel grip ! Mother considers him 
the very best and most ino£fensive person I oould 
hit upon, and she is not averse to the matcL 
Remember, it is important I should not take a 
luilliant parti, And the Prince in question possesses 
no claims to throne, fortune or notoriety* He has 
clever spinster sisters, and his mother is a French 
Princess, a poor wee creature crushed to death 
by the number and the unmarriageableness of her 
daughters. Both son and mother are here under 
the pretext of seeing the antiquities of the country. 
But the Prince is as inartistic as can be reascxiably 
desired. He pondered over the waste of marble; 
then asked why we did not have Diana's temple 
repaired and turned into a pretty, comfortable ca/6 
chantant. He talks fluently, and with something of 
the Parisian dash — a thing unusual in' princes. I 
suppose he knows argot to the core, and Paris is his 
u a 
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ideal He declares that a man who is not always 
short of money is not a man, and I have made him 
understand clearly that he can retain this proof of 
manliness even when he becomes my husband, as 
mother's stinginess grows with years, though we are 
over-wealthy. I feel grateful that he does not try 
to pose as a hero. The other suitors — pouah ! they 
expressed only their best sentiments, — of course 
brand-new sentiments — and spoke of little but 
conjugal bliss, virtue, devotion to the nation, eta 
Olivia dear, I am so distressed to hear from Count 
Qiulio that your trials are far from being at an end. 
I am so sorry and so unhappy, and mother can 
neither eat nor sleep nor enjoy anything since she 
knows how your life and the lives of your darlings 
are menaced by the wicked men who tiy to kill the 
Emperor and his £unily. Can't you get the children 
away, especially little Fedor ? We all join in ardent 
prayers for your safety, Olivia dear. If you could but 
return to this place, to your own room in the home 
you love, and where you are beloved! I am so 
pleased that Count Oiulio has returned to your 
capital He writes frequently and mother looks 
forward to his letters. How singular ! Your fiaite is 
one of terror and uneasiness, and I find mine too 
smooth, and look forward with pleasure to the wony 
my young demon of a husband shall provide for me. 
Your affectionate and devoted sister, 

WiLHSLMA. 
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Doctor Schultb, Country Physician in Silesia, to 
Heb Majesty Queen Obtbude of Sinigaglia. 

Madam, 

First of all, I beg Your Majesty to pardon 
my forwardness. I have never written to a queen, 
nor seen one, nor am ever likely to do so again. I 
am a plain country physician. I have nothing to do 
vdth my brother's Court position, nor his affidrs. 
But he has asked me to tell you that he humbly 
requests Your Majesty never to waste a thought on 
him, nor to trouble yourself about his doings and 
whereabouts. He said fiEurewell to all his sinful 
ambitiona The coldness and, I must say, the tacit 
disapproval of both the Emperor of Areineureich and 
Your Majesty have finally taught him not to put his 
fietith in princes. He pleads guilty, but feels that his 
guilt has not been put into the balance with the 
services he had rendered. He now dwells with his 
wife Eliza in this small village, bowed down by grief, 
chastened in spirit, and with eyes uplifted towards 
the Eternal Light, compared with which Court 
favours and Court vanities are mere wiU-o'-the-wisps. 
I am but a poor, plain, stupid country physician, but 
in my opinion Heaven has dealt most kindly with 
my brother, and shown him the path of salvation, 
away fiom the roads on which your gilt coaches roll. 
We leave you. Madam, to your pride and errors. 

Schultb, Junior. 
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Johanna Qret to Fraulein Toplitz. 

Palermo, 
By all means, dear Toplitz, come. I am just in 
dire need of a governess for the children. How 
did you get my address ? And what a heavenly idea 
of yours ! You tell me you have suffered, and that 
you cannot put up any longer with the falseness of 
Courts^^ I was not aware that you ha4 followed 
Qeorgina to Areina. Come. You must not expect 
to find any kind of luxury in our small home, but 
comfort and good humour and cheerful employment 
will surround you. Remember, I am not a princess. 
I am Johanna Orey. 

WiLHELMA, CbOWN PRINCESS OF SlNIGAQLU, 

to THE Empress Olivia. 

Dearest Sister, 

What is this oppressive sense of danger 
that pervades me when I think of you ? I am not, 
like Qeorgina, given to day-dreams, nor do night- 
mares torment me, but I would wager against any 
odds that your life has been in peril. Do reassure 
me by wire as soon as this letter reaches you. Of 
course you must telegraph cautiously, and if there 
is nothing at all the matter, simply say, ^*I am 
. delighted." If simply vague apprehensions disturb 
you, " I am pleased." And, in case of emergency, 
" I rejoice to hear of your betrothal." . . . 
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Our Court; and, in &ct, the whole kingdom, is 
topsy-turvy with the news, and I am about the only 
quiet and reasonable person in the midst of all the 
joyous fuss. Yet we are the centre and object of it 
alL We — the ruthless, blonde, insignificant-looking 
future Prince Consort and myself. 

A future Prince Consort ! Will mine live up to 
the ideal I have created for him ? I know I could 
not be happy in the quiet, humdrum manner which 
makes father and mother a well-assorted couple, nor 
in the admirable way of Queen Victoria, who had 
ideas of her own and such a simple, strong-minded 
fashion of putting them into practice. I feel sure 
the silly youth will ill-treat me, and never condescend 
to show me any particular courtesy in public. 
Yesterday morning I displayed a new gown before 
him, a glaring yellow brocade, and asked his opinion 
of the material and especially the colour« 

" Too showy at a distance, and too fad^ when one 
looks closely at it." 

And when I expostulated, and said^ ''Bertrand 
dear, what you have said is most contradictory and 
incomprehensible," he took his right heel in his left 
hand, and leant back in his chair till I saw the soles 
of his feet, and answered languidly, '' Are you sure, 
Wilhelma, that I am not contradictory and in- 
comprehensible for the sole pleasure of being so ? " 
And he whistled my astonishment away, and in the 
same lazy, drawling tones, ordered me off to the 
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piano, while his ever-apprehensive and trembling 
mother stepped between us with a glance of terror. 
She is afraid the whole affidr may be broken off by 
her son's quiet impudence, and she always carries an 
olive-branch in her trembling hands. I pity her. 
The panorama of her host of unmarriageable and, I 
am afraid, unmanageable daughters often rises before 
her eyes. She carries a miniature edition of Qotha's 
illustrious almanack in her pocket, and the pages 
containing the age, name and titles of eligible princes 
are worn with use. She smiles as she reads the 
familiar lines, and calls them endearingly, Ethie, 
Eddy, Harry, Johnny, as if they were already 
cherished sons-in-law. 

Bertrand sneers at his mother's hopes and 
delusions^; he has jeered my diamonds to pieces, and 
pokes fun at my dignified airs as I play my part of 
Princess Royal He would sneer the devil back to 
heU. I suppose he is lost in wonder as to the cause 
of his success with ma Nor does he make any 
endeavour to exhibit fine feelings and unusual kind- 
ness in the presence of our &ther and the Queen. And 
yet mother is rather wrapped in admiration of his 
easy, indolent, answers, and labours under the 
delusion that he is '' as mild as a cat" She does 
not see the tiger behind the cat-^the tame, smooth, 
graceful tiger ! 

Do I love him ? Yes, if to be interested in a man 
to the exclusion of every other being means love. I 



Digitized by 



Googk 



ROYAL LOVERS 297 

watch him untiringly. He calls the Court ladies 
" your puppets," and me, " the puppy." So there is a 
constant confusion between puppets and puppy 
which sends the High Chamberlain into fits of silent 
rage. The High Chamberlain loathes Bertrand, who, 
the other evening, asked, pointing to the huge silver 
key the man is so proud to wear across his back, 
" Dear sir, you are not prudent. You overrate your 
strengtL" This prologue made the High Chamber- 
lain grin with open satisfieM^tion, as, though he has 
learnt to fear Bertrand's sarcasm, he expected at 
least one compliment regarding his fidelity and 
wisdom during the thirty years he has spent at 
our Court. " That key must have sunk into your 
flesh by this time, dear sir," continued the Prince, 
with one of his wiliest and most child-like smiles. 
"I feel sure wq should find exactly its size and 
shape marked on your back, if we could see you 
naked." 

Mother blushed; father turned his head away. 
The word "naked" is never pronounced in the 
presence of Royalty, and the walls themselves seemed 
to colour with shame and consciousness, while the 
wretched official, conscience-stricken at being the 
innocent cause of such a scandal, bowed his 
humiliated head. Bertrand trifled with his betrothal 
ring, and sauntered away. 

''A child, a mere child," murmured the Queen, 
anxious to obliterate the bad impression created by 
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Berbrand's witticism. ''He is as guileless, as frank 
as a child." 

'* Lideed, I never met with such ftankness before/' 
said &ther, in quick approval of the Queen's 
interpretation of the scene. ''Such frankness!'' 
The puppets echoed the word, till it rang all round 
the chamber. 

Bertrand said, " Oh, Puppy, listen to those puppets ! 
But they are tiresome. Just stick your fingers, your 
nice little fingers into my ears, that I may hear no 
more of this, which is surpassingly stupid" And he 
took my hands in his firm* grasp. 

"Bertrand, for shame! People are looking this 
way." But the "firank child" had his way, and I 
unwillingly obeyed. 

This is how it is with me, dear Olivia, and I am 
elated. Something has come into my life at last — 
at last ! The dreariness, the monotony, the disgust 
are removed by those strong yet fragile-looking 
hands. And I suspect that, for the first time since 
her lisping days, mother has found one to whose will 
she must yield ; and she will do so unwittingly, led 
on by what seems caprice as light, as tLnffy as the 
curls of Bertrand's strangely fair hair. He will turn 
Diana's .temple into a eafi chantawt, d la ParisienMe, 
and your sister, the Crown Princess of Sinigagli% 
into a foolish slave. Happy, or not ? " That is the 
question." 

WiLHEUCA. 
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LiNA Marina (Imperial Opera, Areina) to Her 
Majesty the Queen of Siniqaqlia. 

Madam, 

Your Majesty will be astonished to find I 
have summoned the courage to write again to Your 
Majesty. But the wish of the dying is sacred. I 
have just returned from Innsbruck, where my beloved 
child, Angiolina^, is now laid in her tomb. Angiolina, 
my daughter, is gone — ^for ever. The wild spirit 
of unrest is pacified, the gentle soul has taken 
wings, and looks down upon us from the realms of 
light. 

For many a night have I watched over the delirium 
of my darling, and when the dreadful sentence fell 
from her lips: "Too late!" as I told her, ''AngioUna, 
I am your mother. Pardon me, and allow me to 
spend the remainder of my life by your side;" — 
when I noted that her eyes gazed upwards and that 
her hands beckoned to unseen forms, I feU prostrate 
upon her bed, till her gentle caresses recalled me to 
my senses. Then she said — 

''I knew it aU — ^long before the others. I have 
forgiven. Mother, I am your daughter ; take me to 
your heart while mine still beats. In a few hours 
the weary heart will be quiet, as a bird asleep. 
Oh, too much has this heart yearned after inac- 
cessible things: after love— after truth and peace. 
And Love and Truth and Peace do not tread the 
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paths of earth. Mother, I want you to tell — mj 
husband — to tell Doctor Schulte and Eliza that I 
shall ever watch over them, and that I expect them 
to pray for me. And write to Queen Ortrude — let 
her know I bear a grateful memory of the days spent 
in her house, and tell her that nothing good, no 
happy hour will come to her till she has called 
Johanna and John Qrey back to their home. It is 
their home." 

As she delivered these broken sentences, she fell 
back on her pillow. Like gentle shadows, young 
nuns and old glided into the room, and to them she 
said, ^' Do you remember the last song I sang — one 
of Palestrina's glorious numbers ? — and how my voice 
poured out floods of harmony ? Oh, my lovely voice, 
hushed for ever ! " — and she wept 

Then a smile illumined her features, and she said, 
^'Mother! Mother! Oh! the sweet utterance of that 
word — how it swells on my lips and warms my blood 1 
Mother, come near ; oh, come nearer. It is getting 
so dark. Tell Queen Ortrude — ^tell her — Johanna. 
. . 4 John . • . poor John ... he meant weU by 
me • . . and so did my husbandi the Doctor. Poor 

John! Tell the Queen '* and her hand grew 

cold between my bunung hands, and her pallor 
increased. . . . 

And now I am a bereaved woman. I weep, and 
must in my turn vanish from the world I have 
delivered the message of the dead. May Your 
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Majesty understand its real meaning and portent, 
and be merciful, even as Qcni Himself. 

LiNA Mabina. 

WiLHELMA, Crown Pbikoess of Siniqaglia, to 
her Sister, Johanna Gbey. 

EitOM. 

Johanna dear — ^Though you have been cold and 
even unkind to me since our last interview, and 
not answered any of my letters, allow me to intrude 
again upon you. I* am fuUy aware that we might 
prove wearisome to you, and that you have learnt to 
do without us in all these years; yet I feel sure your 
heart will be touched when you hear that mother's 
health is sadly fiedling, father very depressed, and 
Olivia wretched and worn out with emotions and 
terror. Mother wishes to make the acquaintance of 
your little boy and girl, her grandchildren. She has 
had a strange dream. She saw poor Angiolina's 
ethereal form rise between the columns of Diana's 
temple, and beckon to her ; and as mother triecl to 
join the apparition, she heard Angiolina say dis- 
tinctly, *' Do not approach me, or I must go. I have 
a message for you firom the Supreme Power— :a 
message which I bring to you in haste. Call Johanna 
and John and their children back to Estaia. Call 
them quickly. Peril and death are involved in the 
case of your disobedience^to the heavenly command.'* 
O Johanna^ relent, forgive. I am sure Olivia is in 
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8016 danger. We may at any moment liear of some 
dreadful mishap or catastrophe, and mother seems 
to think that if you were to drop a line of acknow- 
ledgment and promise to come, our sister may 
escape. On my knees I beg you to relent and to 
promise that you will come. 

I am your loving sister, 

WiLHSLMA. 



JOHAKKA GrRT io THE CbOWN PbINGBSS OF 
SlKIQAQUA. 

Palermo* 

Deab Wilhslha, 

The danger and the terrible state of mind 
which you describe to be our mother's have vanquished 
my resentment We shall sail next week. And I 
am happy to forgive and be forgiven. That angel, our 
dear departed Angiolina, has destroyed family feuds 
and hatred by the power of her pure spirit To me 
also she speaks through my dreams, and whispers, 
** Johanna, you must return to Estaia/' So good-bye, 
dear Wilhelma. I have written to Olivia. Alas ! 
she is to be pitied, . . . 

Here I dropped my pen, nor can I resume my 
letter without an effort John has just returned 
from a walk, and bought a newspaper on his way. 
He noticed a crowd gathering around the newspi^r- 
boys. O Wilhelma f In big black letters the news 
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is given : " The Emperor Fedor shot. The Empress 
Olivia and her children murdered. • . ." 

I am obliged to continue, as my wife is in such 
deep distress that she cannot go on. There is a 
second paper that says, ''Miraculous escape. The 
Emperor and Empress and their children saved." 
Would to God this may prove true ! I have cabled 
to all my friends and to the Emperor of Areineureich 
in Johanna's name. We are terror-stricken, dumb 
with grief and suspense and hope. 

John Grey. 

The Emperor of Areineureich to Mrs. Johanna 
Grey. (Cablegram.) 

Both the EmpercMT and the Empress are safe, as 
well as their children«-*-MATTH£W, I. R. 

The Emfrbss Olivia to her Mother, the Queen of 
SiNiGAGUA. (On board the Imperial yacht, SvmJbeam.) 

(Cablegram.) 

We all join in sending our dear mother our best 
greetings. Letter follows.— Fedor, L, Olivia, Fedor, 
Roberta. 
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The Empress Olivia to her Mother, the Queen 

OF SlNiGAQLlA. (On board the Imperial yacht, 

Sumheam.) 

Mother, Mother. . . . We are safe. And yet this 
seems scarcely possible. As my hands wander from 
Fedor's brow to Roberta's fair hair, I cry out in re- 
trospective horror, and exclaim, '^ 'Tis impossible ! 
They must be dead. I am dreaming." I have 
heard the death-sentence hissed into my ears, and 
seen the glitter of swords and felt the breath of the 
assassin fieui my cheek. We are alive. . . . 

Mother, my hair has turned gi^af , and my lips 
have forgotten how to smila O mother, mother ! 
How shall I relate the scene, how go over the awful 
nightmare ? In a few words, though my breath is 
short and my body so weak that I am obliged, every 
little while, to stop writing and lie down for a few 
seconds, I must try to give you an idea of the un- 
imaginable drama. 

We had retired, the Emperor and myself, and, as 
usual, had gone to sleep a few minutes after mid- 
night. As usual, I had paid my nightly visit to the 
children's room, entreated the sentinels and servants 
to watch well over their safety, and a sense of 
security had crept into my heart, of unusual 
security, because the menacing letters had become 
more rare of late. 

Suddenly, as if a hand had touched my shoulder. 
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I awoke and stared round, and sat up in my bed, 
and watched the Emperor's peaceM slumber. His 
hand, his right one, lay across the pillow, and in the 
half light I gazed long and intently on the broad 
palm, the bony fingers, whose grasp held the life and 
death of thousands ; and I shuddered to think how 
many human beings had been sent to the d&rkness 
of prisons and the tomb by one gesture of that now 
peaceful hand. While I was thus reflecting, with- 
out raising my eyes, I had the sudden sensation that 
there was some one else besides myself who gased 
intently upon the mighty hand of the ruler. I lifted 
my head, and saw the tapestry in firont move, and the 
door of the room open stealthily. Then silence and 
quiet enveloped the whole chamber, till I thought 
I had been dreaming, or that my imagination had 
deceived me. But nol there came the sound of 
cautious feet gliding along the carpeted houdair. 
Without losing a second, I awoke the Emperor, and 
whispered, ''Rise, Fedor! There are men in the 
boudoir — ^they were here two minutes ago.*' 

" Here ! In the boudoir I " he repeated. '< Then 
we are lost" 

" Rise, rise, Fedor 1 We must fly." 

''Where to?" said he. "The bedroom has no 
exit except to the small doset where your dresses 
hang." 

" There, behind my dresses, we must hide." 

" My sword," said the Emperor. 
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" Never mind your sworA" 

We rushed out of our beds. With one agonized 
look I turned towards the corrid<N: where the children's 
apartments are. But I knew the murderers would 
begin by killing ua And the Emperor dragged me 
away, and we stole under the immense pile of clothes, 
my ball-dresses, my ermine-lined miantlea 

With a rush the monsters entered the bedroom ; 
the lights were extinguished and their naked swords 
went savagely to work among the bed-clothes and 
piUowSi while joyful imprecations accompanied each 
blow. 

*' A match ! a candle ! " cried one of them^ whom I 
reoognieed to be a very young equerry wjiose mother 
lived in the Palace par charU^. "A match! We 
must see our work." 

** Then to the children's room," said another, and 
but for the Emperor's hand on my mouth I should 
have screamed in my agony. ''A candle I" And 
when the ca];Kile came, they saw the bed empty. 
Curses of disaj^intment followed, and they returned 
to the lovdoir in mad search, swearing they would 
all blow their brains out if they did not succeed in 
finding us. We were more dead than alive, maddened 
yet Btrangely quick of perception, and so marvel- 
lously tranquil that only the chattering of our teeth 
could have betrayed our hiding-place. The assa^isins 
returned and prepared to enter the closet 

Then a miraculous, unhoped-for thing happened. 
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A man sprang forward^ from under the same heap of 

clothes that protected us, and with sword uplifted 

opened the window, screaming to the soldiery below, 

" The Emperor is in peril ! " I recognized Giulio's 

voice. A tumult of feelings made me drop the 

Emperor's hand, and as the shouts of the infuriated 

troops arose, as the scuffling sound of struggles and 

falling bodies ensued, I swooned away. . . . 

Mother, you know the rest. We are now living 

for a fortnight on board our yacht. I spend most of 

my time in prayer and in watching our darlings. 

I am so weary, mother. . . . Two Empresses at sea 

— Georgina and Olivia — the one fair, good and pure, 

but bizarre and a martyr to the spirit of her race ; 

the second, Olivia, a poor, unambitious woman who 

would have thriven and felt happy as a hau/rgeoise. 

And yet, I wonder, would either Georgina or Olivia 

give up the crown of thorns, and drop the sceptre to 

whose weak stem the sponge of gall and vinegar is 

attached ? We are at once above and beneath the 

common herd ... a superior and inferior race, and 

we must pay the price. 

Olivia. 



THE END 
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EDEN PHILLPOTTS 



The Thief of Virtue chth. 12mo. $L50 

''If living characters, perfect plot construction, imaginative breadth 
of canvas and absolute truth to life are the primary qualities of great 
realistic fiction, Mr. Phillpotts is one of the greatest novelists of the 
day. . . . He goes on turning out one brilliant novel after 
another, steadily accomplishing for Devon what Mr. Hardy did for 
Wessex. This is another of Mr. Phillpotts* Dartmoor novels, and 
one that will rank with his best. . . Something of kinship with. 
• King Lear ' and ' Fere Goriot. ' " Chicago Record Herald. 

"The Balzac of Dartmore. It is easy and true to say that Mr. 
Phillpotts in all his work has done no single piece of portraiture 
better than this presentation of Philip Ouldsbroom. . . A triumph 
of the novelist's understanding and keen drawing. . . A Dart- 
moor background described in terms of an artist's deeply felt 
appreciation. -^Nenv York World, 

"No other English writer has painted such facinating and colorful 
word-pictures of Dartmoor's heaths and hills, woods and vales, and 
billowy plains of pallid yellow and dim green. Few others have 
attempted such vivid character-portrayal as marks this latest work 
from beginning to end. " The North American, 

" A strong book, flashing here and there with beautiful gems of 
poetry. . . Providing endless food for thought. . . An in- 
tellectual treat.** — London Enjening Standard, 

The Haven cioth. i2mo. $1.50 

**The foremost English novelist with the one exception of Thomas 
Hardy. . . His descriptions of the sea and his characterization 
of the fisher folks are picturesque, true to life, full of humorous 
philosophy.** ^JeannetieL. Gilder in The Chicago Trihune, 

"It is no dry bones of a chronicle, but touched by genius to life 
and vividness. ** -^LouuvilU^ Kentucky^ Post, 

"A close, thoughtful study of universal human nature.** 

•^The Outlook. 

" One of the best of this author*s many works.** — The Bookman, 
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THE COMPLETE WORKS 

OF 

WILLIAM J. LOCKE 

"Life is a glorious thing." — W, /. Loch 

"If you wish to be lifted out of the petty cares of to-day, read one 
of Locke* 8 novels. You may select any from the following^ titles 
and be certain of meeting some new and delightful friends. His 
characters are worth knowing. ** — BalHmore Sun, 

The Morals of BCarcns Ordeync The Demaeogue and Lady Phayre 

At the Qate of Samaria The Beloved Vagabond 

A Study in Shadowa The White Dove 

Simon the Jeeter The Usurper 

Where Love Is Septimue 

Derelicte Idols 

12fno. CbtL $1.50 each 

Twelve volumes bound in green cloth. Uniform edition in box. 
$18.00 pir set. Half Morocco $50,00 net. Express prepaid. 

Simon the Jester 

(Profusely illustrated by James Montgomery Flagg) 
" It has all the charm and surprise of his famous ' Simple Septimus. ' 
It is a novel full of wit and action and life. The characters are all 
out-of-the-ordinary and splendidly depicted; and the end is an 
artistic triumph — a fitting climax for a story that*s full of charm 
and surprise. ** — American Magasdne. 

The Belov6d Vagabond 

" 'The Beloved Vagabond* is a gently-written, fascinating tale. 
Make his acquaintance some dreary, rain-soaked evening and find 
the vagabond nerve-thrilling in your own heart. ** 

'—Chicago Record-Herald, 

Septimus (illustrated by James Montgomery Flagg) 

''Septimus is the joy of the year. " — American Magazine. 

The Morals of Marcus Ordeyne 

"One of those rare and much-to-be-desired stories which keep one 
divided between an interested impatience to get on and an irresis^ 
tible temptation to linger for full enjoyment by the way. " — Ufc, 

Where Love Is 

" One of those unusual novels of which the end is as good as the 
beginning. " — Netu York Globe, 
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WILLIAM J. LOCKE 
The Usurper 

** Contains the hall-mark of genius itself. The plot is masterW in 
conception, the descriptions are all vivid flashes from a brilliant 
pen. It is impossible to read and not marvel at the skilled work- 
manship and the constant dramatic intensity of the incident, situ- 
ations and climax." — Thi Boston Herald, 

Derelicts 

** Mr. Locke tells his story in a very tme, a very moving, and a 
very noble book. If any one can read the last chapter with dxy 
eyes we shall be surprised. ' Derelicts ' is an impressive, an im- 
portant book. Yvonne is a creation that any artist might be proud 
of."— 7)1/ Daily ChronicU. 

Idols 

**One of the very few distinguished novels of this present book 

season." — Thi Daily Mail, 

" A bxilliantly written and eminently readable book.*' 

--^The London Daily Ttlegrapk. 

A Study in Shadows 

** Mr. Locke has achieved a distinct success in this novel. He has 
struck many emotional chords, and struck them all with a firm, 
sure hand. In the relations between Katherine and Raine he had 
a delicate problem to handle, and he has handled it delicately." 

^The Daily CkronieU, 

The White Dove 

^ It is an interesting story. The characters are strongly conceived 
and vividly presented, and the dramatic moments are powerfully 
realised."— 7>i# Morning Post. 

The Demagogue and Lady Phayre . 

** Think of Locke's clever books. Then think of a book as differ- 
ent from any of these as one can well imagine— that will b« Mr* 
Locke's new book."-.Ahv York World. 

At the Gate of Samaria 

*' William J. Locke's novels are nothing if not unnsuaL Thev ar* 
marked by a quaint originality. The habitual novel reader inevi* 
tably is grateful for a refreshing sense of escaping the commoik 
place path of conclusion."— C&tVtf^ Record- Herald. 
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GILBERT K. CHESTERTON 

Heretics. Essays, iimo. f 1.50 net Postagt is t^iit. 

''Always ent«rtai]uag/'->i\^w Kor^ ^ci^M|f.S)Vff. 
''Always original." — ChUag9 Tribum. 

Orthod03cy. Uniform with *' Heretics." 

\2fM. f 1.50 net Postage 12 cents. 

"Here is a man with something to wxf.**— -Brooklyn Life, 

"A work of geniiis."-r-CAMO^ Evening Post 

*"Orthodozy'is the most important religious work that has ap* 
peared since Emerson." — NortA American Review, 

"Is likely to produce a sensation. An extraordinary book which 
will be much read and talked about."— i^^rv York Globe. 

All Things Considered. Essays on various subjects^ 
such as: 

Conceit and Caricature; Spiritualism; Science and 
Religion; Woman, etc 

izmo. f 1.50 net. Postage 12 cents, 

"Fun of the author's abundant vitality, wit and unflinching 
optimism." — Book News. 

The Napoleon of Nottins Hill. iimo. f 1.50. 

"A brilliant piece of satire, gemmed with ingenius parados.** 

^Boston Herald. 

Georg^e Bernard Shaw. An illustrated Biography. 
X2OT^. f 1.50 net. Postage 12 cents. 

The Ball and the Cross. x2m^. f 1.50. 

Gilbert K. Chesterton. A Criticism. 

Cloth. i2mo. f X.50 net. Postage 12 cents. 

An illustrated biography of this brilliant author; also an 
able review of his works. 

*The anonymous author is a critic with uncommon discriminatioo 
and good sense. Mr. Chesterton possesses one of the best attii* 
bates of genius — ^impersonality." — Baltimore News. 
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ANATOLE FRANCE 



"Anatolc France is a writer whose personalitj is very strongly re> 
fleeted in his works. ... To reproduce his evanescent grace 
and charm is not to be Ughtl]^ achieved, bnt the translators have 
done their work with care, distinction, and a very happy sense of 
the valne of words."— Z\i>;^ GrapAie. 

''We must now all read all of Anatole France. The offer is too 
good to be shirked. He is just Anatole France, the greatest 
living writer of French." --Daily CkromcU^ 

Compute JJmiUd Edition in English 

Under the general editorship of Frederic Chapman. 
8vo., special light-weight paper, wide margins, Caslon 
type, bound in red and gold, gilt top, and papers from 
designs by Beardsley, initials by Ospovat f 2.00 per 
volume (except John of hx€)^ postpaid. 



Balthasar 

The Well of St. Clare 
The Red Lily 
Mother of Pearl 

The Crime of 

Sylvestre Bonnard 
The Garden of Epicurus 
Thais 
The Merrie Tales of 

Jacques Toumebroche 
Joan of Arc. Two volumes. 

%!^ net per set, Fost€ige extra. 

The Comedian's Tragedy 
The Amethyst Ring 
M. Bergeret in Paris 

Life and Letters (4 vols.) 



Pierre Noziere 

The White Stone 

Penguin Island 

The Opinions of 
Jerome Coignard 

Jocasta and 
the Famished Cat 

The Aspirations of 
Jean Servien 

The Elm Tree on 
the Mall 

My Friend's Book 

The Wicker- 
Work Woman 

At the Sign of 
the Queen Pedauque 

Profitable Tales 
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CAPTAIN DESMOND 

BY 
MAUD DIVER 

Author of the Trilogy of East Indian Life,— Three Noveb o< 
Anglo-Indian Army Life, as follows : 

CAPTAIN DESMOND 
THE GREAT AMULET 
CANDLES IN THE WIND 

Chth, lamo, %t.so each 

London Morning Post: <* Vigor of characterization accom- 
panied by an admirable terseness and simplicity of expres- 
sion. ... A brilliant and convincing study of an 
undying problem. Its bracing atmosphere of sanity and 
directness makes one better for reading it." 

PaU Mall Gazette: '< A very sound piece of work, which 
introduces us to a writer of ability, insight and observation.'' 

The Bookman: <<Mrs. Diver not only takes the reader 
inside real Anglo-Indian life as it is lived by people who 
have more to do than 'play tennis with the ten command- 
ments,' but invests the complications of marriage with pro- 
found interest. This finest of all fine arts, the art of living 
together, is the theme of her story, and we could not wish a 
healthier or more original study of the problem. It is a 
genuine pleasure to come across a story of such ability and 
vitality." 

The AthencRum: *< Mrs. Diver excels in representing the 
better side of Anglo-Indian life, in bringing vividly before 
us its strenuousness, self-sacrifice and loyalty. . . Such 
wide issues as Frontier warfare, cholera camps and Hima- 
layan exploration play a large part in the action, and are 
handled with sympathy and power." 
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THE GREAT AMULET 

By MAUD DIVER 

CIM, iMmo. ti-SO 

nu Tiftus: *<Mn. Diver has had opportanitiea for studying the 
strong, silent man of action at close quarters, and has all an artist's 
admiration for the type. Her hero is alive, individual, interesting. 
The scene is once more the Punjab and the Frontier, and some of the 
characters in Mrs. Diver's previous novel, "Capt. Desmond, V.C," ap- 
pear again. . • • A powerful, interesting book, which strikes the 
reader as sincere and actual" 

Tk€ Outlook: **A very fine and vital piece of work. Mrs. Diver 
knows her Indian life to the heart, and has a rare gift of conveying a 
sense of it to the reader, alike in its everyday duties and its moments 
of exalted heroism. Specially noteworthy is her dealing with the loyal, 
inarticulate comradeship of men; her book is a book of friendship. 
After so many cynical studies of Anglo-Indian life, it is no small plea- 
sure to come on so gallant and true-hearted a story, one which depicts 
the nobler side of men and women doing England's work on the bor- 
ders of her Empire." 

Pall Mall Gautte: ^'An Anglo-Indian study which not only gives 
no place to society scandal, but also presents, unostentatiously, the 
most inspiring aspect of Empire-building. In her many-sided descrip- 
tions of the natural beauties of India, and in her presentation of Indian 
frontier life Mrs. Diver has few equals among contemporary writers. 
But the central merit of The Great Amulet lies in skilful characteriza- 
tion. Quita Mauiice, a remarkable and complex personality, is abso- 
lutely true to life ; the virtues and failings of her rare kind present a 
portrait unerring in evexy respect. Lenox, also an unusual individual, 
approximates closely to one man's incture of another. Hardly one 
touch suggests the woman's hand." 

The Argonaut {^^Vi Francisco): **The Great Amulet is a notable 
novel. One of the very few that leave a deep impression on the 
mind. . . The author never writes anything that is dull or super- 
fluous. She is always enthusiastic, and can always hold the attention 
from beginning to end." 
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An American Lovt-Story 

MARGARITA'S SOUL 

BY 

JOSEPHINE DASKAM BACON 

[INQRAHAM LOVBLl.] 

Profusely lUustiated. Sixteen full-page half-tone illustrations. 

Numerous line cuts, reproduced from drawings by J. Scott 

Williams. Also Whistler Butterfly Decoraticms. 

CM. 12mo. $1.50 

*' Filled with imaginative touches, resourceful, intelligent 
and amusing. An ingenious plot that keeps the interest sus- 
I>ended untU the end, and has a quick and shrewd sense of 
humor.'* --Boston TranscripU 

**A reviewer would hesitate to say how long it is since a 
writer gave us so beautiful, so naive, so strangely brought up 
and introduced, a heroine. It is to be hoped that the author 
is already at work on another novel." --Toronto Globe. 

*'May cause the reader to miss an important engagement 
or neglect his business. A love story of sweetness and purity 
touched with the mythical light of Romance and aglow with 
poetry and tenderness. One of the most enchanting creatures 
in modern fiction." — San Francisco Bulletin. 

''It is extremely entertaining from start to finish, and 
there are most delightful chapters of description and romantic 
scenes which hold one positive^ charmed by their beauty and 
unusualness." — Boston Herald. 

''Sentimental, with the wholesome, pleasing sentimentality 
of the old bachelor who has not turned crusty. . . A Thack- 
erayan touch." — iV^w York Tribune. 

"Captures the imagination at the outlet by the boldness 
of the situation. . . We should be hard put to it to name a 
better American novel of the month." ^The Outlook. 
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M. P. WILLCOCKS 

The Way Up cioth, i2mo, $1.50 

This novel is one that touches three burning questions of the hour- 
capital and labor, the claims of the individicd against those of the 
State, the right of a woman to her own individuality. Besides 
being a picture of a group of modem men and women, it is also a 
study of certain social tendencies of to-day and possibly to-morrow. 

The Wingless Victory cioth, i2mo. $L50 

"A moving drama of passion, of frailty, of long temptation and of 
ultimate triumph over it," — Pall Mall Gaxette. 

*'A most remarkable novel which places the author in the first 
rank. This is a novel built to last, •' --Oialook, 

*' A book worth keeping on the shelves, even by the classics, for it 
is painted in colors whidi do not fade.** — Times, 

" Fresh and fervent, instinct with genuine passion and emotion and 
all the fierce primitive joys of existence. It is an excellent thing 
for any reader to come across this book.** — Standard, 

" A splendid book. *' ^Tribune. 

A Man of Genius Ornamental Cloth. 12mo, $1.50 

"Far above the general level of contemporary fiction. . . A 
work of unusual power.** — Professor William Lyon Phelps. 

Widdicombe: A Romance of the Devonshire Moors 

12mo. $1.50 



MRS. JOHN LANE 
According to Maria cloth. i2mo. $1.50 

"Mrs. Lane*8 touch is light, yet not flippant. She is shrewd and 
humorous, and a miracle of tactful good temper; but she hits hard 
and straight at many really vital social weaknesses. Future social 
historians will find here ample material. Present-day social de- 
linquents and social critics alike may read with pleasure and profit. ** 

— London Morning Leader. 

The Champagne Standard 

Cloth. 12mo. $1.50 mt. Postage 12 cents. 
''Mrs. John Lane having been brought up in this country, and hav- 
ing married in England, is in a position to view British society as an 
American, and American society as a Londoner. The result is this 
very entertaining book.*' — Netv York Evening Sun. 
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DOLF WYLLARDE 

I2m9 $l.^O iach 

** Dolf Wyllarde sees life iv]ith clear eyes and pats down what she 
sees with a fearless pen. . . . More than a little of the flavor 
of Kipling, in the good old days of Plain Tales from the Hills." 

—New York Globe. 

Mafoota 

A Romance of Jamaica 

'•The plot has a resemblance to that of Wilkie Collins' < The New 
Magdalen,' bat the heroine is a paritan of the strictest type; the 
subject matter is like* The Helpmate.'" — Springfield Republican, 

As Ye Hare Sown 

•* A brilliant story dealing with the world of fashion." 

Captain Amyas 

" Masterly." — San Francisco Examiner, 

" Startlingly plain spoken." — Louisville Courier-foumal, 

The Rat Trap 

'< The literary sensation of the jeax.** —Philadelphia Item, 

The Story of Eden 

•' Bold and outspoken, a startling book." — Chicago Reeord-Hermld, 

•• A real feeling of brilliant sunshine and exhilarating air." 

— 'Spectator. 

Rose- White Youth. 

%♦ The love-story of a young girl. 

The Pathway of the Pioneer. 

*4c* The story of seven girls who have banded themselves together 
for mutual help and cheer under the name of ** Nous Autres." 
They represent, collectively, the professions open to women of no 
deliberate training, though well educated. They are introduced to 
the reader at one of their weekly gatherings and then the author 
proceeds to depict the home and business Ufe of each one Individ* 
nally. 

EMERY POTTLE 
Handicapped. An American Love-story. 

Ornamental cloth, i2mo, $i.SO. 
\*A stirring romance dealing with fashionable life in New York 
and the hunting set in the country. A strong love^toxy based 
upon an unusual theme. 
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VERNON LEE 

Cloth, 12mo, $1,50 net each. Postage 15 cents, 

'*If we were asked to name the three authors writing in English 
to-day to whom the highest rank of cleverness and brilliancy might be 
accoided, we would not hesitate to place among them Vernon Lee.** 
VanitaS -BaUmor» s^. 

Althea: Dialogues on Aspirations and Duties 
LauniS Nobilis: Essays on Art and Life 

Renaissance Fancies and Studies 

The Countess of Albany 

Limbo and Other Essays, including: 

''Ariadne in Mantua" 
Pope Jacynth, and Other Fantastic Tales 
Hortus Vitae, or the Hanging Gardens 
The Sentimental Traveller 
The Enchanted Woods 
The Spirit of Rome 
Genius Loci 
Hauntings 

SEEKERS IN SICILY 

Being a Quest for Persephone 
BY ELIZABETH BISLAND AND ANNE HOYT 

C/oth. 12mo, $1,50 net, Postage 20 cents. Illustrated, 

A delightful account of Sicily, its people, country and viUages. More 
than a guide book, this volume is a comprehensive account of what all 
who are interested in this beautiful island wish to know. 

THE SECRET LIFE 

Being the Book of a Heretic 
BY ELIZABETH BISLAND 

€loth, 12mo, $1,50 net. Postage 8 cents, 

"A book of untrammeled thought on living topics freely expressed 
without restraint in a journal intended, as it were, for no other eye than 
that of the confiding author.** — Philadelphia Press, 
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CHARLES MARRIOTT 



The Intruding Angel cioth. i2mo. $1.50. 

Tht story of a mistaken marriage, and the final solution of the 
problem for the happiness of all parties concerned. 

When a Woman Woos chtk. i2mo. $i.so. 

** Unique. The book is on the whole a study of the relations of 
men and women in the particular institution of marriage. It is 
an attempt to define what a real marriage is, and it shows very 
decidedly what it is not. Full of the material of life. ** 

— Nnv York Times Book Revienv^ 

A Spanish Holiday 

UUutraUd, Cloth, &vo. $2,50 net. Postage 20 cents. 

** The spirit of Spain has been caught to a very great degfee by the 
author of this book, and held feist between its covers. ** 

— Book Nenvs, 



NETTA SYRETT 
Olivia L. Carew cuth. i2mo, $J,50 

An interesting character study of a passionless, self rabsorbed woman 
humanized by the influence of a man*s love and loyal devotion. 

Anne Page, a Love-story of To-day Cloth, 12mo, $1.50 

"Readers musl judge for themselves. Women may read it for 
warning as well as entertainment, and they will find both. Men 
may read it for reproach that any of their kmd can treat such women 
so. And moralists of either sex will find instructions for their 
homilies, as well as a warning that there may be more than one 
straight and narrow way." — l^evj York Times, 

Six Fairy Plays for Children 

Sq, 12mo, $1,00 net. Postage 8 cents. 
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THE NEW POCKET LIBRARY 

Uniform Editions. Boxed 

Printed from a clear type upon a specially thin and opaque paper 
manufactured for the series 

Anthony TroUope. z6 volumes in dark olive green cloth 
or leather, boxed. 

Dr. Thome Barchester Towers The Warden 

Framley Parsonage The Bertrams The Three Clerks 

Castle Richmond Orley Farm (a vols.) Rachel Ray 

The Macdermots of Ballycloran Can you Forgive Her? (a vols.) 

The SmaU House at AUington (2 vols.) 

The Kellya and the O'Kellya 

FUxible Uathir, $I9jOO net Clothe $8.00 net Express ^o cents 



George Borrow. 5 volumes in dark olive green. 

Lavengro The Romany Rye The Bible in Spain 

The ZincaU WUd Wales 

FUxible leather^ %3'SO net Cloth, t^-SO net Express 2S cents 

Beaconsfield. A reissue of the Novels of the Earl of 
Beaconsfidd. Each with an Introduction by the Earl 
of Iddesleigh. 

Sybil Tancred Venetia Contarini Flemiag 

Coningsby Henrietta Temple Vivian Orey 

C The Young Duke r Alroy 

I The Rise of Iskander J Popanilla 

( The Infernal Marriage ] Count Alarcos 

l^Izion in Heaven 

^ volumes inflexMe leather^ $6jo net g volumes in cloth, $4'SO tui 
Express so cents 

George Eliot 

Adam Bede The MiU on the Floss Silas Mamer 

Scenea of Clerical Life 

4 volumes inJUsciile leather, $j>oo net 4. volumes in cloth^ %M4fO net 
Express aj cents 



Digitized by 



Googk 



POEMS WORTH HAVING 

Stephen PhiUips 

New Poems, including Iolb : A Tragedy in One Act ; Launcklot 
AND GuiNKVR&B, Endymion, and many other hitherto nhpnb- 
liihed poemi. 
CiM^ i^mo $i^s *^^ ^^f ^ oro€€o, $4jOO net Postage lo cents 
** I have read the * New Poems ' of Stephen Phillips with the great- 
est interest. In my judgment it is the best volume that he has 
ever published." — Wm. Lyon Phelps of Yale University. 
Uniform Sets, 4 volumes, including New Poems, Poems, Paoix> 

AMD FRANCESCA, HbROD. 

Clath^ $SU)0 net Half morocco^ t^S-OO net Express so cents 

Laurence Hope 

Complete Woeks. Uniform Edition 3 volumes, ismo. Bound 

in red cloth, in box. 

India's Love Lyrics, including "The Garden of Kama." 

Stars of the Deaert 

Last Poems. Translations from the Book of In<tian Love. 

Chfth^ $4.SO net Postage ^s ^^^*^ Half morocco^ $ia.oo 
Postage JO cents 
** The comparison of Laurence Hope to Sappho readily suggested 
itself to the admiring reviewers of her first book of poems. . . . 
The compliment was fully deserved. ... As a singer of the 
melancholy of love and passion, Laurence Hope surpasses Swin- 
burne in intensity of feeling and beauty of thought." 

— J\rew York Evening Mail, 

The Poems of Arthur Symons 

A Collected Edition of the Poet*s works issued in two volumes 
with a Photogravure Portrait as Frontispiece. 

8vo $^.00 net Ifaif morocco, $10.00 Postage 94 cents 

The Fool of the World, and Other Poems 

By Arthur Symons 
Mimo %t,so net Half morocco^ $S'00 Postage is <tnts 
^ Stands at the head of all British poets of his generation." — Nem 
York Evening Post. 

The Poems of William Watson 

Edited and arranged with an introduction by J. A. Spender. 
In 9 volumes i2mo clotk^ %asonet Half morocco^ $7-SO net 

Pkotogravurs Portrait Postage 90 cents 
**The lover of poetry cannot fail to rejoice in this handsome 
edaH30Vk.**'-Pkiladelpkia Press. 

"Work which will live, one may venture to say, as long as the 
UakgaMgi6J*-^PAiladel/kia Public Ledger, 
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POEMS WORTH HAVING 
The Poems of Samuel Taylor Coleridge 

A complete illiistrated edition of the poems of the author of 
*' Christabel," ** The Ancient Mariner," etc Several hitherto un- 
published poems are included in this edition. 
8vo $j.s^ net Postage 9^. cents 

The Poems of Ernest Dowson 

Illustrations and a Cover-design by Aubrey Beardsley. 

An Introductory Memoir by Arthur Symons, and a 

Portrait. 
** Belongs to the class that Rossetti does, with a touch of Herrick^ 
and something which is Dowson ; and Dowson alone.? — Dr. Tal- 
cott Williams in Book News. 

lamo fi.jo net Half morocco^ $ 4J)0 Postage lo cents 

Sappho 

Memoir, Text, Selected Renderings, and a Literal Translation by 
Hkn&y Thoknton Wharton. Illustrated in Photogravure. 
New Edition, 

%2jOo net ^stage lo cents 

A Shropshire Lad. By A. E. Housman. New Edition 

i^.no Cloth<t%ijOO net Half morocco ^%^.oo net Postage ^ cents 
" Mr. Housman's verse has a very rare charm, due to its blending 
of a subdued and poignant sadness with the old pagan glorification 
of the beauty and the sacredness of youth." — TheSun^ New York. 
**The best in 'A Shropshire Lad ' is altogether memoraUe; you 
cannot shake it ofiE or quote it awry."— C4tf/ Book, 
** Something to please on every page. — Brooklyn Eagle. 

The Wind Among the Reeds. By W. B. Yeats. 

lamo %i,MS net Halfmcrroco^ $S-00 net Postage lo cents 
** The genuine spirit of Irish antiquity and Irish folk lore — the very 
spirit of the myth-makers is in him." — Mr. William Archer. 

The Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam 

Rendered into English verse by Edward Fitzgerald. With 9 
illustrations. (Flowers of Parnassus Series.) 

Leather t fS ^^^^ f^* Cloth ^ jo cents net Postage 4 cents 
A Paraphrase from Several Literal Translations. By Richard 
Lb Gallibnnr. New Edition with fifty additional quatrains. 
With Cover-design by Will Bradley. 

i2mo %i^o net Postage 6 cents 
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KATRINA TRASK 

Antlior of " Mora et Victoria," " Ni|^t and Moniiig/' tte. 

King Alfred's Jewel. With colored frontispiece repro- 
ducing the Jewel now at Oxford. 

Third Edition, i2mo. %i,2$ rut. Postage lo cents 

**A vivid representation of Alfred as a man, strong in passion, 
high in reason, great in soul. The author's imagination has made 
itself felt with vigor and charm. Something that needed to be 
done, and by doing it in this fashion the author has earned both 
admiration and gratitude."— D&. Hknkt Van Dyki, The Outlook. 

''The English-speaking world has waited a thousand years for a 
worthy dramatic impersonation of King Alfred. And here it is. 
. . . The play will stand not alone upon the grateful response it 
wins from the English national heart, but as a work of art. . . . 
The author is supremely a poet, the master of metaphor not less 
than of melody. ... It is a play not only to be read but to be acted* 
• . • This vivid drama is not cast in the conventional classic mold. 
It is distinctly and wholly English in spirit and form, and intensdy 
modem— but breathing the air of morning, of springtime, of fresh 
adventure."— Henry Mills Aldkn, J^e New York Timts 
Saturday Review, 

T. A. DALY 

Antbor of " Canaoiii," etc. 

Carmina. (Dago Dreams and Irish Blarney) New Poems. 

\2mo, ^i.oo net. Postage lo cents. 

'* His Italian studies are really marvelous." — Julian HAWTHoaNx. 

** Verses of exceeding beauty. The joyousness and lyrical quality 
of Suckling and his associate poets. In the dialect songs the emo- 
tional Italian heart — the tender sentiment of the Irish — ^is ex- 
quisitely reflected in lines that are as perfect in form as in feeling." 

^^Baltimore Sun, 
" What Riley is to the homely farmers of the Middle West Daly is 
to the Italian immigrant." — Philadelphia Inquirer. 
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THE NBW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 
RBFERBNCB DBPARTMBNT 



This book is under no oironmstance* to be 
taken from the Bafldini 
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